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SESSISIL SASAANUDT 


To all good Fellows, Profeſſours of 
the Gentle-Craft, of what de- 


gree ſoever. 


Inde Gentlemen, and honeft boon Companions ; I 
| preſent you here with a merry conceited Comedie, 

called, The Shooemakers Holiday, Acted by my Lord 
Admirals Players at a Chriſtmas time, before the 
Queens moſt excellent Majefty. For the micth and pleaſant 
matter, by her Highneſs graciouſly accepted, being indeed no 
way off:nflve. The Argument of the Play I will ſet down 
in this Epiftle. Sir Hugh Lecy Earl of Lincelu, had a young 
Gentleman of his own name his neer Kinſman; that loved 
the Lord Maiors daughter of Landon; to prevent and croſs 
which love, the Earl cauſed his Kinfman to be ſent Colo- 
nell ot a Company into Frauce, who reſigned his place to 
another Gentleman his friend, and came diſguiſed like a 
Dutch Shoomaker, to the Houſe of Simon Eyre in Towere 
ſtreet, who ſerved the Major and his houſhold with ſhooes. 
The merriments that paſſed in Eyres houſe, his comming to 
be Maior of London; Lacy's getting his Love, and other 
accidents, Take all in good worth that is well intended, 
for nothing is purpoſed but mirth, mirth lengtheneth long 
life, which with all other bleſſings, I heartily with you, 
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The Prologue, 
As it was pronounced before the 
Queens «Majeſty, 


AS wretches in a Storme (expecting day) 

A With trembling hands, and eyes caft up to Heaven, 
Make prayers the Anchor of their conquered hopes, 

So we (dear Goddeſs, wonder of all eyes), 

Your meaneft Vaſſals (through miſtruſt and fear, 

To fink into the bottome of diſgrace 

By our imperfect paſtimes) proſtrate thus 

On bended knees, our ſay les of hope do ſtrike, 
Dreading the bitter ſtormes of your diſlike. 

Since then (unhappy men) our hap is ſuch, 

That to our ſelves our ſelves no help can bring, 

But needs muſt periſh, if your Saint-like eares 
(Locking the Temple where all mercy fits) 

Refuſe the tribute of our begging tongues. 

O grant (bright mirrour of true Chaſtity) 

From thoſe life breathing Stars, your Sun-like eyes, 
One gracious ſmile ;. for your celeſtiall breach 
Maft.ſcnd us life, or ſentence us to death. 
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A pleaſant Comedy of tlie 
2 0 entle-( raft. + 


—Exter Lord Maier, Lincolrs: 
Lincolne. 


v Lo02d Paſoz, pou Have ſundzy times 
M eaffed my ſelt, und many Cour tiers moze, 
N Seldome J never can we beſo kind. 
To make tfgnitall of your courteſte2 
But leaving this Jhear bye —— Lacy, 
Is much affected to pour Daughter Roſe. 
L. Ma. True my good Lo2d, and che loves him ſo well, 


That A miſlike her boldnels in the Chace. 

Lin. Why mp Lozd Paioz, think pou it then a ſhame, 
Co joyn a Lacy with an Oceley's name? 

Lord Maĩor. To mean is my Pooz Girl fo his high birth 
Po Citizens malt not with Courtiers wed, 
Who will in Silks, and apparel ſend 
Moꝛs in one year, than Jam wozth by far, 
Therefoze pour Bonout need not doubt my Girle. 

Lincoln. Take heed my L oꝛd, adviſe pon what pou do, 
A verfer Unthzikt lives not in the wozlo, | 
Then is my Cotiſtn, fo2 1 tell you what, 
Tis now al moſt a pear fknce he requeſted, 
To travel Countries foz experience, 
I furniſht him with Coyn, Bills of exchange, 
Letters of credit, men to wait on him, 
Solicited mp ſriends in Italy 
Well to reſpec him: but ſee the end: 
Scant had he journeped thzongh half Germany, 3 


But all his cone was ſpent, his men caſt off, 
Bis bills imbezeled, and my jolly Cuze 
Aſham d to ſhew his bankruptpzeſence here, 
Became a Sbosmaker in Wittemberge, 
A goodly Science fc2 a Geutleman 
Ol ſuch deſcent : now judge the reſt by this. 
Suppoſe pour daugh'er have a thouſand pound, 
He did conſume moze in one halle peare, 
And male him heire to all the wealth pon habe, 
Dae twelve months ryoting will waſte it all, 
Then ſeeke my Loꝛd ſome honeſt Citizen 
To Wed your daughter to. a 
L. Maior. I thank your Lo2dſhip, 
Well Fox, J under ſtand pour ſubtilty. 

As foz.your Hepbe w, let pour P22vſhips eye * 
But watch his adtons, and you need not ſeate, XE 
Foz J ha be ſent my Daughter far engugh, — 

And pet your Coſen Rowland might do well, 
Now he hath learn'dan Occupition, 
And pet J ſcoꝛne to call him ſon in Law, 
Lincolne. But J have a better trade fo; him 
I thanke his Sꝛace he hath appoinisd him 
Chiefs Colonell ot all thoſe Companies 
Muſtred in London, and the ſhieres about, 
Wo ſerve his Pighneſle in thoſe warres of France: 
See where he comes: Lovell what news with pou ? 
Enter Lovell, Lacy, and Askew. 
Lovell. Pp L of Lincolne, tis his Highneſſe wfll, 
That pꝛeſently pour Couſin ſhip fo2 France 
With all his power E, he would not foz a million, 
But they Chonld land at Deepe within four dapes. 
Lincoln. Gs cextiſie his Gate it ſhall be done, 
Now Couſin Lacy in what fozwardneſs 
Are all pour Companies ? 
Lacy. All well pꝛepar'd, 
The men of Hartlordſhire are at Pile-end, 
Suffolk and Eſſex train in Tuttle: Fields, 
The Londaners and thoſe of Middleſex, 


che Gentle Craft: 


All gallantly pzepar'd in Finſbury, 
With frolick ſpirits long foz their parting hour. 
L. Ma, They bebe their Jmpzeſt, Coats and furniture, 
Arid if it pl eaſe pour Couſi i Lacy come | 
To the Guild-hall, be ſhall receive his pay, 
Amd twenty pounds beſlves, mp Bzethzen 
Mill fre&lp give him, to appꝛove our lobes 
We bear unto mp Lozd your Uncle here. 
Lacy. J thank your Honour. | 
Lincoln. Chanks mp gd o Paſo. 
L. Ma. At the Cuildhall we will expect your coming. Exit. 
Linc. To appꝭ obe pour loves to me? no ſubtilty 
Nephew : that twenty d be doth beſtow -r 
Fo02 jop to rid you from his Daugbter Roſe: 
But Couſins both, now here are none but friends, 
I would not have pou caff anamozons.eye. 
Uponſomean a pꝛoj ec asthelove 
Dl a gap wanton pajatoo Citizen, 
"A know this Charle eyenin the height of ſcoꝛne, 
Doth hate the mixture of h{sblouy with thine :. 
Ip2ay the do thouſo remember Coze | 
What honozable foztumes walt on the, 
Jncreaſe the Kings love which ſo.b2ightly ſhines, 
And gilds thy hopes: habe no hetre but thee, 
And pet not tha, it with a way ward ſpiri6, - 
Thou ffart from the true bias of my lobe. 
Lacy. Pp. Lozd I will, fo; honour, not dire 
Df lands oz lfvings, ('03 to be pour heir) 
So guide mp attios in purſnit of France, 
As ſhall adde glozy to the Lacyes names.” 2 
Lin. Coze, oz theſs wo2ds here's thirty Pozfugnes,: 
And Nepheto Askew there's afew foz yon, 
Faire honour in her loftte# eminenes, 
Stapes fn France fo2 yon till you fetch her thence,. 
Then Nephew clap ſwift wings on pour delignes; 
Be gone, be gone make haſt to the Guild halt, 
There pꝛeſently Ale mt you, do not ſtay, -- - | 
Where honour becomes, ſhame attems delay, > Exit. 


Ask. 


A pleaſant Comedy of 
Askew. How gladly wonld pour Nncle have peu go.e ? 
Lacy. True Coze, but Ile oe: reach his policies, 
I'havs tome ſerious bulineſſe fes th & daes, 
Which nothiag but myp2eſence can diſpatch, 
Pou therefoze Conſin; lolth the Companies 
Shall haſt to Dover, there J le meet with zou, 
On if A ſtay paſt my prefixed time, 127 a 
Away foꝛ France, el meet in Normandie: 
The twentie pounds my A. oꝛd Papoz gives t me, 
Pon ſhall receitze, and theſe ten Motu suess, 
Part of mine Uncles thirtie,gentle;Toze.  - _ 
— tare to 2 A know your wiſdome 
Iath tride it te hr lene 0 ETOP 


Ask. Cozexallmpſelfamgs | 


To lodge in Lotidod with alt TIT bie Fain 
- 34 e ; 7 6: I. 


Our Uncle Lincolne hath (beit 
Many a jealous epe, that in ou 23321821 
Stares onely to watch meanea fo&your diſarace. 

Enter Sy. Eyre,hts vat Had i | 5 R. 5 
Eyre. A ebe wufning e lebe Whining, Amp, wth tbts 
whimpering, this puling, theſe blubberigg feares> an 
diſcharged, A ks 


wet eyes, Ile get thp?huſband | 
'fweet Jane? got e. + - 
fo ae po 
re. Peace adg, . 8 » YU t. 2 19) 
- Fick, Pere — —— my Cozonells, maſfer. 
Eyre. Peace Firk;peace my fine Firk, ſtand by with your 
piſhery paſhery, away, ama max ot the beft pzeſence, A le 
ſpeak to them an thepwete Pops. Og emen, Captatns, 
Colonels, Commanders, Mabesnen, baave leaders, may it 


1 
he 
nleale b 6 gf ue auvfences Jam Symon. Eyre the may 
Shomaker of Towers ftreet«. th + wench-tit the mealy 
mouth is my wife, J can tell-yon ;Yere's-Hodg my man, and 
my toꝛeman; Here's Firk my fine firking Journey-man,and 
this his binbbered Jane all we come to be ſuto2s la this ho⸗ 
neſt Raſe, bet p him ut home, and as A ama true Shomaker, 
and a Gentlemanot ide Gente Cratt, buy ſpur res your ſelf, 
And J'le finve vd bootuthele ſe den peares, . 


the Gentle Craft. 


Wife. Setzen peares huſbauy ? 

Eyre: Peace Pidz ffe, peace, J know what J do, peace. 

Firke. Truly maſter Cozmo2ant, you ſhall do God good 
ſervice to let R ife and his wite ſtaꝝ together, he's a young 
new meried woman, if pou taue her huſband away krom her 
a night, you undo her, ſhe may beg in the dap time, foz he's 
as good a wozlieman at a pzicke and awle, as any is in cur 
Trade. ; 

Jane. O let him ſtaꝑ, elſe I ſhell be undone. 

Firke. 3 trulie, ſhe (all be laid a one five lite a paire of old 
ſhoves el ls, aud be occupied foz no nſe. 

Lacy: Truly my frie.ids it lies not in my power; 
The Londoners are preſt, paid, a d ſet f:2th 
By the Lozd Mapoꝛ, J cannot change a man. | 

Hodge, Why then pou were as good be a Co2pozall as a 
Colonell, if you cannot diſcharge ons good fellow, and A tell 
peu true. 4 thinke you ds moꝛe then pon can anſwer,to pzeſſe 
a man wi yt 4 a yea-e anda dap of his maxtage. | | 

Eyre. Well ſaid melancholy Hodge, gramarcie my fitte 
fo2e-man» | | 

Wife. graly Gentleman it were ill done fo2 ſuch as you 
to ſtand ſo ſtiffely againſt a posz poung wife, conſidering her 
caſe, ſhe is newly maried; but let that paſſe : I pꝛay deal not 
roughlie with her, her hulband is a porting man, and but new⸗ 
ly entred, but let hat paſſe}. 

Eyre. Away with your pichery paſhery,your pol s, and your 
edipols, peace Bivalſe., filence Cifſy Bumtrinkst, let your 
head ſpeake. - | 

Firke. -Yea and the hoꝛnes too, maſter, | 

Eyre. To ſoon my fine Firke, td ſoon: peace ſcounde2els, 
ſ pou this man? Captatnes, von will not releaſe him, well, 
let him ga, he is a pʒoper ſhot, let him vanith : peace Jane dꝛꝑ 
up thy tears, they i make his powder dan! ich; take him bzate 
men, Hector of Troy was a Hacknep to him, Hercules and 
Termagant ſcotmvzels,P2ince Arthurs round Table, by the 
1. o2d of Ludgate, nere fed ſucha tall, fach a dapper ſivozd- 
man, by the life of Pharoh, a bzave reſolute ſwozdiman : peace 
Jane, J ſap no moze, mad _— 5 
. 5 Ir Re. 
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Firke. Ste ſ& Hodge, how my maſter raves in commenda- 
tion of Rafe, . 
Hodge. Rafe thou tt a gull hy this hand thou goeſt not. 
Ask. A am glad (good maſter Eyre) it is my hap 
Lo meet ſoreſolute a ſouldier: | 
Truft me, foz pour repozt and loveto him, 
A common lic ight regard ſhall not reſpec him. 
Lacy. Is thy name Rafe? 
Rate. Pes ſir. 
Lacy. Gtve me thy hand, | 
Thou ſhalt not want as Jam a Gentleman. 
Woman be patient, God (no doubt} wi l ſend- 
Thy huſband ſafe againe, but he muſt go, 
Vis Countries quariell ſaies it muſt be fo. 
Hodge. Thou'rt a gull by my Cirrop, if thou doſt not go, 
A will not have th ffriie thy gtmlet into thele weake veſſels, 
picke thine enemies Rafe. Enter Podgere 
Dodger. Pp Lo3d your Uncle on the Towerzhill 
Stayep with the 103d apo; and the Aldermen, 
And dothrequeſt pon with all ſpeed pou may 
To haſten thither. Exit Dodger. 
Askew. Coſen, come let us go. | 
Lacy. Dodger, run pou befoge, tell them we come: 
This Dodger is my Uncles paraftte, 
The arr anſt varlet that ers bꝛeath d on earth, 
Me ſets moze diſtoꝛd in a noble houſe 
By one days bꝛoaching in his pick hanbe tales, 
Then can be ſalu'd againe in twentie peares, 
And he J feare ſhall go withus to France, 
To pie into cur actions. 
Askew. Therefeze Cuz; 
It ſhall behove peu to be t ircumlpect, 
Lacy. Feare not good Cozen. Rafe, hie to pour Colours. 
Rafe. A muff becauſe there is no remeꝛp, 
But gentle maſter and my loving dame, 
As pou ha ve alwayes bene a friend to me, 
So in my abſente t i ke upon my wife. 
Jane, Alas my Rate; 


* 
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wife. She cannot ſpeake fo; weeping. 
Eyre. Peoace you erackt groats, von muſtard tokens dil⸗ 
quiet not the bꝛave louldier, go thy wayes Rafe. | 
Jane. J, J, pou bid him go, what ſhall I do when he is gon? 
Fir. Why be doing with me ez mp fellow Hodge, be not idle. 
Eyre. Let me ſee thy hand Jane, this fins hand, this white 
hans, theſe pꝛetty fingers mult ſpin, muff card, muff wozke, 
wozke yon bumbaſt cotten candle Nueane, woz ke foꝛ pour li⸗ 
ving with a pox to you. Mold thee Rafe, here's five ſixpences 
foꝛ thee,fight fo2 the honour of the Gentle Craft,foz the Gen⸗ 
tlemen Shomakers, the couragious Cozywatncrs, the flower 
of S. Martins, the mad knaves of Bedlam, Fletffret,mower- 
ſtreet and White-Chappell, cracke me the crownes of the 
French knaves , a pox on them, cracke them, fight by the 
L 02d of Ludgate, fight my ſine boy. 
Firke. Here Rafe, hero's two twopences, to carry into 
France, the third hall wath our ſoules at parting(foz fozrow 
ts dzp )fo2 my ſake firke the Baſa mon cues. ' 
# Hodge. Rafe, J amheavy at parting but here's a willing 
fo2 the.God ſend the to cram thy flops with French crownes 
and thy enemies bellies with bullets. 5 
Rafe. I thanke pe maſter, and I thanke pou all: 
Now gentle wife,my lovip Jane, 
Rich men at parting give their wives rich gifts, 
Jewells and rings to grace their lilly hands, 
Thou know k our trade makes rings koꝛ womens heles : 
Pere take theſe pare of ſhoves cut out by Hodge, 
Sticht by mp fellow Firke,ſeam'd by my ſelfe, 
Made up and pine with letters foz thy name, 
Weare them mp deare Jane,fo2 thy hulbands ſale, 
And every mozning when thou pul' ſt them on, 
Remember me, and p2ay fo2 my returne; 
Pake much of them fo2 J have made them ſo, 
That I can know them from a thouſand mo. 


Sound'Drum.Enter L. Mayor, Lincolne, Lacy, Askew, Dodger 

and ſouldiers: they paſs over the Stage, Rafe fals in amongſt 
them, Firke and the reſt cry farewell, &c. and ſo exeunt. 
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A pleaſant Comedy of 
Enter Roſe alone making # garland. 


Roſe, Mere ſit thou down upon this flowzte banke, 
And make a garland kes the Lacy's head, | 
Theſe P inkes, theſe Roles, and theſes Utolets, 
Theſe bluſhing Giilyflowers, theſe Parigol ds. 
The faire embꝛoderp of his Cozonef, 
Carrie not halte ſuch beautie tn their cheekes, PR 
As the ſweet countenance of my Lacy doth. 
O my moſt unkinde Father! O my ffarres ! 
hy lourꝰ d pou ſo at my Hativitie. 
Ko make me love, pet live rob'd of my love: 
Mere as a thoet am J impꝛiſoned 
( F 02 my deare Lacy's ſake )within thoſe walles, 
Which by my Fathers coft were builded up 
So better purpꝛſes: heremnff Jlanguiſh 
— him that doth as much lament (J know) Euter Sibill. 
ine abſence,as fe2 him J pine in woe. 
Sibill. Good mo2row poung Miſtris, am ſure you make 
— garland fo2 me, againſt 3 ſhall be Lady of the 

rbeft. 

Roſe. Sibill, what news at London? 

Sib. None but gad: my Lo2d Payoz your Father, and ma⸗ 
fter Philpot pour Uncle, and maſter Scot pour Coſen, and 
Miſtris Frigbottome by Doctoʒs Commons, do all by troth 
ſend you moſt hearty commenvatfons. 

Roſe. Did Lacy ſend kinde greetings to his lobe? 

Sib. O pes, out of cry by my troth, A ſcant knew him, here 
a woze a ſcarfe, and here a ſcarfe, hers a bunch of feathers, 
and here pꝛecions ſt ones and Jewels, and a pare of garters : 
O monfrous like one of our pellow ſilke Curt aines, at home 
here in Old koꝛd houſe, here in maſter Bellymounts cham: 
ber. 4 tod at our doozs in Coꝛne⸗hill, lookt at him, he at me 
indeed, ſreake te him, but he to me not a'wo2d , mariygip 
thought J with a wanton, he paſt by me as pzoud, marry feh, 
are peu grown humozeus thought J: ard ſo ſhut the vooze 
and ia J came. 

Roſe. O Sibill, how deſt thou mp Lacy wrong? 

Pp Rowland is as gentle as a lambe, 
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No Dove was half ſo mild as he. 
Sibill. Pild? pea as a buſhel of ſtamgt crabs,holookt up- 
on me as ſow2e as ver juice: go thy wayes thought J, thou 
mayſt be much in my Gaſkins, but nothing in my neather- 
Stocks: this is pour fault ꝙiſtris, to love him that loves not 
pou, he thinks ſcoʒu to do as he's done te, but if A were as 
vou, Ide cry, Go by Jeronemo go by; Ide (et my old debts a- 
ga inſt my new dꝛiblets, and the ares foot againſt the Gooſe- 
giblets; koꝛ if ever J ſigh when deep J ſhould take, 
P2ay God A map looſe my Paidenhead when J waks- 

Roſe. Will my Love leave me then and go to France? 

Sibill. J knob not that, but 3 am ſure J ſee him ſtalk bes 
fo2e the Souldiers, by my troth he is a pꝛoper man, but he is 
pꝛoper that pꝛoper doth; let him go ſnick⸗ up poung Miſti ts. 

Roſe. Get thee to London, and learn perfedly, 
Mhether mp Lacy go to France 02 no: 

Do thfs, and J will gibe thee foz thy pain 

Pp Cambꝛick apꝛon, and my Romiſh Gloves; 
My purple Stoc kins and a Stomacher ; 

Dap, wilt thou do this Sibill fo2 my ſake ? 

Sibill. Will J quotha ? at whoſe ſait? by my froth pes, le 
go, a Cumbꝛick apꝛon, Globes, and a pair of purple ſtockins, 
and a Stomacher, Ile ſweat in purple miffris fo2 you, Ile 
take any thing that comes in Gods name; O rich, a Cam⸗ 
bꝛick apꝛon; faith then have at np'tapls all; Ile go Jigg 
Jong to London, and be here in a trice young Piſtris. 

Roſe. Do ſo good Sibill ; mean time wetched J, 

Will fitand ſigh fo2 his loſt company. 
Enter Rowland Lacy like a Dutch Shoomaker. 

Lacy, Pow many ſhapes have Gods and tags deviſ'd, 
Thereby to compaſſe their deſired loves, 

It is no ſhame fo2 Rowland Lacy then, 

To cloth his cunning with the Gentle Craft, 

That thus diſguiſed, J may unknowne poſſefſe 

the onely happy 2efence of my Roſe : 

Fo2 her have J fo2ſooke my charge in France, 
Incur'd the Uings diſpleaſure, and ii ird up 
Rough hatred in my Uncle Lincolaes bzeaſt: 
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O Love how powerfull art thou, that canit change 
Mioh birth to baſeneſs, and a obe minde, 

To tte mean ſemblance of a Dhoomaker ? 

But thus it muſt be; -fo2 her cruel Father, 
Mating the ſtngle union of our ſcnles, 

Þath ſecretly convey'd my Roſc from London, 
To bar me of her pꝛeſence, but truſt 

Fo2tune and this diſgnife will further me 

Once moꝛe to view her beauty, gain her light : 
Here fnTower-ftret with Eyre the Shamaker, 
ean J a while to wozk, J know the trade, 

J learnt it when J was at Wittemberg, 

Then cheer thy hoping ſpir its, be not dilmatd, 
Thou canſt not want do Foꝛtune what che can, 
The Gentle Craft is living foꝛ a man. Exit, 


Enter Eyre making himſelf ready. 

Eyre. Where be theſe boys, theſe Girles, theſe Dꝛabbs, 
theſe ſcoundꝛels, they wallow in the fat bzewis of my bounty 
and lick up the crums of my table, yet will not riſeto ſæ my 
walks cleanſed : Come ont pou Powverbeef queans : what 
Nan, What Madge Mumble-cruſt, come out you fat Pidzitfe- 
ſwag⸗belly whoꝛes, and ſweep me theſe konnels,that the noy⸗ 
ſome filth offend not the noſes of my neighboꝛs: what Firk J 
ſay, what Hodge, open my Shop-windows,what Firk 4 ſay, 

| Enter Firke. 

Firk. O Maſter, is' t you that ſpeak bandeg and Bedlam 

this mo2ning, J was in a D2eam, and muſed what mad⸗ man 
was got into the ſtræt ſo early, have you dꝛunk this moꝛning, 
that your thꝛoat ts ſeclear ? | | 

Eyre. Ah well ſatd Firk, well ſaid Fick, to woꝛk mp fine 
knave, to wozk, wach thy face, and thoul't be moze bleſt. 

Firk. Let them wich my face that will eat it, good Paſter 
ſend fo2 a Souſe⸗wike, if peu will hxve my face cleaner. 

Enter Hodge. 

Eyre. A wap floven, avant ſcound2el,good mozrow Hodge, 
good mozrow my fine Foze-man. 

Hodge, O Paſter, good mozrow, pare an early ftirrer 
8 855 here's 
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heer's a faire mozning,good mo2ew Firke, J could have flept 
this houre,beer's a have day towards. ; h | 
Eyre. O haſt to wozke my fine Foze⸗man, haſt to woꝛke. 
Firke, Palkfer,A am dꝛie as duſt to hearemp fellow Roger 
talke of faire weather, let us pꝛay foz good leather, and let 
Cldwnes and Plow bopes, and thoſe that wozke in the fields 
pꝛay foꝛ have dapes, we woke in a dzte chop, what care J if 
ft raine ? Enter Eyres wife. N 
Eyre. Yaw now dame Margerie, can you ſee to riſe? trip 
and go, call up the dꝛabs your matdes. 
Wife. See to riſe!J hope tis time enough tis early enough 
ko any Woman to be ſeene abzead, J marvell how many 
wives in ower-ſtre&t are up ſo ſeone:Gads me tis not noone, 
here'ga yawling. 
Eyre. Peace Margeric pzace,her*s Ciſly Bumtrinket pour 
maid ? ſhe bath a pztvie fault, ſhe farts in her ſleepe, call the 
Nuecat eup,tt my men want ſhoce thzeed, J'le fwinge her in a 


Kirrop- 
Firke. Pet that's but a dꝛie beating here's ill a ſigne of 
dꝛought · Inter Lacy ſinging. 


Lacy. Der was een bo2e van Celderland, Frolick ff byen 
Me was als dꝛunke he cold nyet ſtand, up ſelceſe byen, 

Tap eens de canneken dzinck ſcheve mann: kin. 

Firke. Paſter,foz my life ponders a brother of the Gentle 
Craft, ik he beare not Saint Hughe's bones J'le fozfeft mp 
bones, hes ſome unlandiſh wozk-man, hire him good Pater, 
that J map learne ſome gibble gable, twill make us wozke 
the faſter. 

Eyre. Peace Firke, a hard wogld, let him packe, let him va⸗ 
niſh we have Journeymen enow, peace my fine Firke. 

Wife. Map nay p'ere beſt follow pour mans touncell, pon 
ſhall ſee wh2t will come on't, we have not men enow, but we 
muſt entertai e every butterboxe ; but let that paſle. | 

Hodge. Dame, fsze God if mp maſter follow pour counſel 
bee'le conſamelittle beele, he ſhall be glad of men, and he can 
catch them. 

Firke. J that he ſhall. . 


Hodge, Afoze God a pzoper man, and J warrant a fine 
| | | | wozkes 
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wozieman :Pafter farewell, dame ad ieu ft inch a man as he 
cannot finde wozke, Hodge is not loz pou. Q er to go. 

Eyre. Stap my fine Hodge. 

Firke. Faith and your fozeman go dame, vou muſt take a 
journey to ſee o new Journey man, it Roger cemove Firke 
kollowes, if Baint Hughs bones hall not be ſet a wozk, 4 
map pꝛicke mine awle in the wals, and go play: fare pe well 
maſter, God bin dame. 

Eyre, Tar rie my fine Hodge my b2iſke fozeman,ftap Fi: ke, 
peace pudding bꝛoth, by the K oꝛd of Luvgate J lo e my men 
as my life, peace peu gallfimaufrcy, Hodge if he want wozke 
J hfre him, one of pon to him, Cap he comes to us. 

Lacy. Goeden dach meeſter, end v 130 dak | 

Firke, Pailes if J ſhould ſpeak after hm without drinking, 
Iſhould choack, ᷑ von kriend Oak are pou of the gentle craft? 
Lacy. Saw paw, ich beene den ſcoomater. 

- Firke, Den ſaosmaker quoth a, and hearke.you ſkamakcr, 
have you all pour tooles, a good rubbing pin, a good ſtopper, 
a good d2efſer, pour foure ſoꝛt of-Aules, and pour two balles 
of wax, your paring knife, pour hand and tham⸗leathers, 
and good Saint Hughs bones to ſmooth pour wozke. 

Lacy, zoaw, yaw, be niet voz vtard, ik hab all de dingen, 
voour mack ſkooes grost and cleane. | 
-  Firke. Ya, ha, good maſter hire him; he'llmake me laugh 
fo that J ſhall woꝛ ke moꝛe in mirth then J can in garnef. 

Eyre. Meare you kriend, have you any [ill in the myſt er 
of Coꝛdwain ers. i 

Lacy. Ick w2et niet wat you ſeq ich berſtaw you niet. 

Firke. TWhp thus man, Ach-verfte v niet, guoth a. 

Lacy. . Paw, paw, yaw, ick can dat well doen, 

Firke. Paw yaw;he ſpeakes yawning lilie a Jack daw. that 
gapes to be fed with cheeſe turds, O he'll give a villaneus 
pul at a Can ot doubleber. but Hodge, and I habe the vantage, 
we mult dꝛinz firſt, vecguſe we are the eldeſt Journymen. 

Eyre. What is thy name ? 1155 

Lacy. Hans, Hans, Meulter. 

Eyre. Give me thy hand, thou art welcome, Hodge . 
| ame 


the Gentle Craft. 


taine him, Firke bid him welcome, come Hans, run wife, bid 
your metds, pour trultibubs, make ready my fine mens bzeak- 
fafts : to him Hodge. 5 | 

Hodge. Hans, ih art welcome, uſe thy ſelf friendly, foꝛ we 
are good fellowes, tf not, thou ſhalt be fouch: with, wert thou 
bigger than a Spant. 

-Fick, ea, and dꝛunk with wert thou Gargantua, my maſter 
k&pes no Cowards, I tell thee : hoe, bop, bꝛing him an heele- 
blocke, here's anew Journeyman. Euter Boy. 

Lacy. O ich verſfo-you, ich moet een halne doſlen Cans 
betalen: nere boy nempt 2 ckilling, tap ones kreelicke. 

| it Boy, 

Eyre. Quick ſnipper ſnapper, awap Firk, ſcow2e thy 
th: oat,thon halt wach it with Caſtillian liguour. Exter Bcy, 
Come my laſt of the fives, gibe me a Can, have to thee Hans, 
here Hodge, here Firk , dzink pou mad Gꝛeekes, and wo2k 
like true Tropaus and pꝛax foz Simon Eyre the @hoomaker, 
here Hans and th art welcome, 

Firk. Lo dame, you would habe loſt a god fellow that will 
teach us to laugh, this beere came hopping in well. 

Wife. Simon, it is almoſt ſeven. 

Eyre. Iſt ſo dame clapper dudgeon, fit ſeven a clock, and 
mp mens b2eakefalt not reavſe?trip and go pon ſowſt cunger, 
away, come you mad Hi perbogians, follow me Hodge, fols 
low me Hans, come after my fine Firke, to wozk to wozk a 
while, and then to bacakfaft. Exit. 

Firk. Soft, paw, paw, good Hans, though my maſter have 
no moꝛe wit but to call zou atoꝛe me, I am not ſo foolilh to go 
behinde you, I being the elder Journepman. Exeunt 

Hollowing within, Enter Waruer, aud Hammon, like buuters. 

Ham. Coſen, beat every bꝛake, the game's not farrc: 
This way with winged feet he fled kzom death, 

Whilft the perſut ig hounds ſenting his ſteps, 
Find out his high way to deffructon. 
Beſides, the Pillers bop told me cyennow, 
Þe ſaw him take ſofle and he hollowcd him : 
Aflirming him ſo emboſk, 


That long he gould not hold. 
C Warner, 
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Warner. Ik it be ſo, 

Tis beſt we trace theſemeddows by Old⸗oꝛd. 
A noiſe of hunters within, enter æ Boy. 

Hammon. How now bsy, where's the Deere? reste, 
ſaw i ſt thou him. 

Boy. O pea, J ſaw him leape thzough a hedge , and-then: 
over a ditch, then at my Lo2d Payo2s pale over he ſkipt me, 
and in he went me, and holla the hunters cride, and. there. boy: 


there bop, but there he is a mine honeſtie, 1520 
Hammon. Boy God a mercte, Coſen let's away, . | 
JI hope I (hall finde better ſpo2t-to day. Exeuat.. 


Hmnting within, enter Roſe aud Sibill. 

Roſe. Why Sibill, wilt thou pzove a Fo2reffer:? 

Sibill. Upon ſome no Fo2reffer.go by: no faith miſtris, 
the Deere came running into the Barns, though the Oꝛchard 
+ over the pale, J wot well, J look't as pale as a new cheſe to 
ſe him, but whip ſates good man Pin cloſe up with his flatle 4: 
our Nicke with a pꝛong, and down he fell, and they upon him, 
and J upon them, by my troth we had ſuch ſpoꝛt, and in the 
end we ended him, his thꝛoat we cut, lead him unhoꝛned him, 
and my Loꝛd Bayoy ſhall eat ot him anon when he comes. 

| Hornes ſound within. 

Roſe. Meark, heark, the hunters come,y'are beſt fake hed. 

Th*-y1lhare a ſaying to you foz this deen. 
Enter Hanmen,Warner,buntſmen,aud Boy, 

Ham. God ſave pon fatre Ladies. 

Sibill. Ladies! O crofle! 

War. Came nell Buck this way? 

Roſe. No, but two Does. 

Ham. And which way went they?faith wer l hunt at thoſe. 

Sibill. At thoſe ? upon ſome no : when, can pou tell ? 

War. Upon ſome, J. 

Sibill. Good Lord. 

War. Zeunds then farc well. 

Ham. Bop, which way went he ? 

Boy, This wap ſir he ran. 

Ham, This wap he ran indeed, faire Piltris Roſe, 
Dur game was lately in your O2chard ſeene, 1 

War. 
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War. Can vou adbiſe which way he took his flight: 
Sibill. Follow pour noſe, his hoꝛns will gutde you right. 
War. Th'art a mad wench. 
Sibill.. © rich! 

Roſe, Truſt me, not J, 

It is not like that the wilde fozrc Deere, 

Would come ſo neere to places of reſo2t, 

Pon are vecefv'd, he fled ſome other way, 
War. Which way my ſugar candy can you ſhew ? 

Sibill . Come up good hontſeps, upon ſome no. 

Roſe. Why do pou tay and not purſue your game? 
Sibill. J'le hold my life their hunting⸗nags be lame. 
Ham. A deere, moꝛe deere is found within this place. 
Roſe. But not the Deere (ſir) which you had in chace. 
Ham. A chac'd the Deere; but this Deere chaſeth me. 
'Roſe. Che ſtrangeſt hunting that eber ee, 
But where's your parke? She offers to go away. 

Ham. Tis here: O tay. „ e t 

Roſe. Impale me, and then J will not ſtray, 
War. Thep wꝛangle wench,we are moꝛe kinds than they. 
Sibill. Mhat kind of heart is that neere heart) you ſeck ? 
War. A Hart, deere heart. 

Sibill. Whoever ſaw the like? 

Roſe. Co loſe pour heart, is t polũble ꝓdu can? 
Ham. y heart is lot. 1 241 
Roſe. Alacke good Gentleman. e 
Ham. This pooꝛ loft heart would J wiſh von might finde, 
Roſe. Pou by ſuch luck might pꝛove your Hart a ind. 
Ham. Why Lucke had hoznes, ſo have J heard ſome ſap? 
Roſe. NowGodand't be his will ſend luck into your wap. 
a | Enter L. Mayor and ſervants. 
IL. Ma, What ꝙ Hammon, welcome to Old · F 02d. 
- Sibill, Gods pitttkins, hands of ſir, here's my Lo2d; 
I. Ma. J heare you had ill lucke, and loft your game. 
Ham. Tis true my Lo2d.:. 

L. Mayor. J am ſoꝛp foꝛ the ſame, 
What gentleman fs this 
Ham, Wy bꝛother in law. 
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L. Ma, Mare welcome both, ſith F oꝛtune etkers pda 
Into my hands, pou ſhall not part from hence, 
Until! pon have refrcſht your wearied limbes. 
Go Sibill coter the boo2d, pou ſhall be gueſt 
To no good cheere, but even a hanters keaſt. 

Ham. J thank your Loꝛoſhip: Coſen, on my life, 

Fo? our loſt veniſon J ſhall finde a wike. Exeunt. 

L. Ma. In gentlemen, Ile not be abſent long, | 
This Hammon is a pꝛoper gentleman, 

A Cittſen by birth.fairely alitde. 
Pow fit a hulband were he fo2 my gfrle ? 
Well, J will in. and do the veſt J can, 
To match mp daughter to this gentleman. 
Enter Lacy, Skipper, Hodge, and Firk. 

Skip. Ick ſal pou wat ſexgenÞans, vis ſkip dat comen 
from Candy is al wol, by Gots ſacrament, van ſugar, civet,. 
almond, Cambꝛick, end alledingen towſand/towſand ding, 
rempt it Hans, nempt it voꝛ v meeſter; daer be de bills van 
laden, pour maſter Symon Eyre ſal hae good copen, wat ſeg⸗ 
gen pow Hans. ne > 27” 3578 We 
1 Wat legen de reggen de copen, open, laugh Hodge 
aug *. 2 N 7 

Lacy. Pine lieber bzoder Firk, bzingt mæſter Eyre lot det 
ſign un ſwannenk tu, dare fall vou ſinds dis ſkipper end me, wat 
ſeggen pou bꝛoder Firk ? dot it Hodg;conre Skipper. Exeunt. 

Firk. Bing him qd. pon, here s no knaverie, to bꝛing my 
maſter to buy a ſhip, wozth the lading of 2. o 3. hundꝛed thou⸗ 
ſand p:unds, alas that's nothing, a trifle, a babie Hodge. 

Hodge. The truthts Firk, that the Parchant owner of the 
Ship dares no: ſhew his head, and therefoze this Skipper that 
deales fo2 him. koꝛ the love he beares to Hans, offers my ma⸗ 
ſter Eyre à bargaine ia the tommodities, he ſhal have a reaſo⸗ 
nable day of payment, he may (ell the wares by that time and 
he an huge gaine himſelf. | 

Firk. Pea, but can my fellow Haas lend mp maſter twenty 
poꝛpentines as an earneſt pe nnie. | | 

Hodge, Poꝛtegues thou wouldeſk ſap, here thep be Firk. 
hark, they gingle in my pocket like S. Mary Overics 6 

nter 
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Enter Eyre and his Wife. 

Firk. Yum, here comes my Dame and my Paffer, he'll 
fcold on mp life, foʒ loytering this Monday, but all's one, let 
them all ſay what they can, Monday's our holyday. 

Wife. Yo! ſing lir ſauce, but J beſhꝛew ponr heart, 

J feare fo2 this you: ſinging we ſhall ſmart. 

Firk, Smart fo2 me dame, why dame. why? 

Hodge. Paſter, J hope you'l not ſuffer my dame to tate 
pown your Journeyman. 

Firk. If ſhe take me downe, Ile tale her up, yea and tate 
her down too, a butten⸗h le lower. 

Eyre. Peace Firk, nct J Hodge, by the life of Pharao, by 
the Loꝛd of Ludgate, by this beard, every haire whcreof 3 v-- 
fie a Kings ranſome , the ſhall not meddle with yon, xeace 
von bumbaſt⸗cotten⸗candle queane, away Nuene of Clubs, 
guarrell not with me and my men, with me and my fine Firk, 
Ile firk you if you do. | 

Wife. ea yea man, pou map-uſe me as pou pleaſe ; bat 
let that palle- | | | 

Eyre, Let it paſſe, let it vaniſh away: peace am not J Si- 
mon Eyre? are net thoſe mp bꝛave men? bzateDhoomakers, 
all gentlemen of the Gentle-Craft ? P2ince am Anone, pet 
am I nobly boꝛne, as being the ſole ſonne of a Shoomaker, a⸗ 
wap rubbtiſh, vantſh, melt, melt like kitchinſtutfe. 

Wife. Pea, yea, tis well, I mult be calld rul bich, kitchir⸗ 
ſcuffe. fo2 a ſo2t of knaves : 

Firk. Nip dame, you ſhall not weep and watle in woe 
fo2 me: maſter Fle ffay no longer here's an enventoꝛꝑ of my 
ſhop tooles: adue mafter ; Hodge far: well. 

Hodge. Nay ffop Firk, thou ſhalt not go alone. 

Wife. J pꝛay let them go, there be moze maids then Paw- 
kin, mo2e men than Hodge, and moze fooles than Firk. 

Firk. Fooles ? nafies ff J tarrie now, J would my cate 
might be turned to ſhooe thread. 

Hod. And if J ap, J pꝛap God J map be turn d to a Turk, 
and let in Finſbury fo2 boys to ſhoot at: come Firk. 

Eyre. Stap my fine knaves, you armes of my trade, you 
pillars of my profeſſion, What , thall a tittle tattles wozd 
C 3 make 
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make you fozſake Symon Eyre? avannt Kitchinftuffe, rippe 
pou bꝛowne⸗bzead tannikin out of my ſight, move me not, 
have not J tane you from ſelling Tripes in Cafcheape, and 
ſet you in my ſhop , and make you haile fellow with Simon 
Eyre the Shoomater ? and now do you deale thus with my 
Journep-men ? Looke pou powder-beefe Queane on the face 
of Hodge: here's a face fo2 a Lozd. | 
Firke. And here's a face fo2 any Lady in Chꝛiſtendeme. 
Eyre. Rip you chitterling, avaunt boy, bid the Tapſter of 
the Boꝛes head fil me a dozen Cannes of beere foz2 my Jour⸗ 
neymen. 
Firk. A dozen Cannes ? O bzave Hodge now J le ſtap. 
Eyre, And the knave fills any mcze than two, he payes foꝛ 
them: a dozen Cannes of beere fo2 my Journey⸗ men, here you 
mad Meſopotamians, wah pour ltvers with this iiqueur, 
where be the odde ten? no moꝛe Padge, no moe, well faid, 
dꝛink and to wozk: what wozk doſt thou Hodge? what work? 
Hodge. J am making a paire of thooes fox my Lozd 
Dayozs daughter, miffris Roſe ; | 
Firk. And J a patre of ooes fo; Sibill myLozps matd, 
J deale with her. | 
Eyre. Sibill ? fie, defile not thy fine wozkmanly fingers 
with the feet of Kitchingſtuffe, and bafting ladies, I. adtes of 
the Court, fine Ladies, my lads, commit their feet to our ap: 
parrelling, put groſſe wozk to Hans: park and ſeam: park 
and ſcam. _ Gy Rizr 
Firk, F62-pari.fng and ſeaming let me alone, t I come tot, 
Hodge. Well Paſter, all this is from the bias, do you re- 
member the Ship my fellow Hans told peu ok, the Skipper 
and he are both dꝛinking at the wand here be the Poꝛtugues 
to give earneft , ff pou go thoꝛow with it, ydu cannot chooſe 
but be a L02d atleaſt. - Big | F 
Firk, Nap dame, if my'maTer pzove not a Lord, and pau 
a Lady, hang we. L + ; | 
Wite, Bea like enough, if pou may lopter and tipple thus. 
Fick. Tipple Dame? no we have been bargaining with 
Skellum Scanderbag: can pon Dutth ſp2eaken, foz a Dhippe 
of Silke Cip2efſe, laden wifh Sugar Candy. | 


Enter 
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Enter the boy with. a velvet coat, and an Aldermans 
gown, Eyre puts it on. 

Eyre. Peace Firk, ſilente tittle tattle: Hodge, J'lega 
thozow with it, here's a ſeal ting and J have ſent toꝛ a garded 
cown and a damaſk caſock, ſee where it comes, look here 
Pagoy, helpe me Firk, apparell ms Hodge, ſilke and ſatten 
por mad Philtſtines, ſilke and ſatten. 

Firk. Ha, ha, my Me fer will be as pꝛoud as a dogge in a 
doublet, all in beaten damaſk and velvet. 

Eyre. Þoftly Firk, fo2 rearing of the nap, and wearing 
thꝛoad⸗bare my garments ; how doſt thon like me Firk ? how 
do J look my fine Hodge? 

Hodge. Why now you look like pour ſelf maffer , J war - 
rant yon, there's few in the Citie,but will give pon the wall, 


* 


and come upon pen with the right woꝛ ſbipkull. 

Firk. Natles my Maſter looks lite a thyeav*bare cloaks 
new turn'd,and'd2eft : L03d, Lozd, to ſee what good raiment᷑ 
doth! dame, dame, are you not enamoured-? 

Eyre. Yow-ſaiff thou Paggy,am A not bztſk?am à not fine? 

Wife. Fine?by mp troth ſweet heart very five: by my troth 
J never likt thee ſo well in my life ſweet heart. But let that 
palle, J warrant there be many women in the Citie have not 
ſuch handſome huſbands, but onely foz their ap parell, but let 
that paſſe too. | Enter Hans and Scipper. 

Hans. Godden day meſter, dis be de ſkipper dat heb de ſip 
van matchandize, de conmodity ben good, nemptit meſter, 
nempt it. 

Eyre. God a mercy Hans, welcome Skipper, where lies 
this ſhip of merchandize? 

Skip. De ſkip been in rovere : doꝛ be van ſugar, etvit, Al- 
monds, Cambzick, and a towſaid towſand tings, Gots la⸗ 
crament,nempt it meſter, ye ſal hab good copen. 

Fick. To him maſter, Oſweet maſter, O tweet wares, 
Pꝛunes, Almonds, Suger⸗candy, Carret rotes, Turnips O 
babe katting meat, let not a man buy a nutmeg but your ſelk. 

Eyre. Peace Firk, come Skipper, J'le go aboozd with yon, 
Hans have pon made him d3inke ? 

Skip. Paw, yaw, tc heb veale ge dzunke. 
5 Eyre. 
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Eyre. Come Hans, fellow me Skipper, thou ſhalt ha 
countenance tntke City. | — a 1 — mp 

Firk. Paw heb veale ge dzunk, quotha : they may well 
be called batter-boxes, when they d2ink fat veale, and thicke 
becre too: bat come Dame, 3 hope poule chive us nomoze. 

Wife. No faith Firk, noperdy Hodge, J vo feelehotour. 
creepe upon me, and which is moze , a certaine riſing in my 
fleſh, but let that palſe. | 

Firk. Riling in pour fleſh vs pon feele pouſay?J,you may 
be with childe, but why ſhould not my Paſter feele ariſing in 
his fleſh having a gown and a gold ring on, but yon are ſach a 
ſhꝛew, voule ſoone pull him down. 

Wite. Pa,ha,p2ethe peace, thou mak'ft my wozthiplaugh, 
but let that paſle : come le go in Hodge, prethee go befoze 
me, Fick follow me. 

Firk. Firk doth follow, Hodge paſte out in ſtate. Exeunt 

Enter Lincolne and Dodger. 
Lin. Holo now good Dodger, what's the news in Franc? 
Dodger. Py Lo2d, upon the eighteenth day of Pay, 
The French and Englity were pꝛepated to fight, 
Each fide with eager furte gave the ligne, 
Ok a molt hot encounter, ſive long houres 
Both armtes fought together: at the length 
The let of victo2ie fell on sur ſides, 
Twelve thouſand of the Frenchmen that day dive, 
Foure thouſand Engliſh, and no man ol name, 
But Captaine Hyam, and young Ardington, 
Two gallant gentlemen; J knew them well. 
Lin. But Dodger, p2ethee tell mein this fight, 
How did my cozen Lacy beare himſelf ? 
Dod Mp Loꝛd psur cozen Lacy was not there. 
Lin. Not there! Dod. No, my good 1. oꝛd. 
Lin, Sure thou miſt akeſt, 
J ſaw him ſhipt, and a thouſand eyes beſide , 
Were w'tneſfe of the farewells which he gare, 
When J with weeping eyes bid heim adew: 
Dodger take heed. 
Dod. Pp L03d J amadvil d, 
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That what A ſpeak is true: to p2ove it ſo, 
Dis cozen Askew that ſupplide his place, 
Vent me foz him from France, that ſecretly 
We might convey himlelfe hither. 
Lin. It even ſo, 
. Dares he ſo carolefſely venture his lite, 
Upon the indignation of aKing ? 
Math be diſpiſ'd lobe, and ſpuznd thoſe favoures 
Which I with pzovigalbhand powzed on his heay 2 
Me thall repent hfsraſhnefle with his ſonte, 
Since of my love he makes no eſtimate, 
Jile make him wiſh he had not knowne mp hate. 
Thou haſt no other:newes? - | 
Dod. Noneelſe, mp Lo2v. . 6; | 
Lin. Sone wozſe Jknow thou haſ :p2ocure the King 
To crowne his giddie bzowes with ample honours. 
Dend him chiete Colonell, and all my hope 
Thus to be dacht? but tis in vaine to grieve, 
One evil cannot a wozſe relteve: 
V pon my lite I havs found out this plot, 
The old dog Love that fawnd upon him ſo, 
Love to that puling girle, his fafrecheekt Roſe, 
The Lozd Maieꝛs daughter hath defiractev.hf 
And in the fire of that loves lunacie, | 
Hathhe burnt up himlelfe. conſam'd his credit, 
Aok the Kings love,yea and 4 feare his life, 
Onely to get a wanton te his wife : Dodger it is to. 
Dod. A feare ſo my geod L030. 
Lin. It is ſo nap ſute it cannot be. 
Jam at my wits end Dodger. 
Dod. Sea my Lend. 
Lin. Thou art acquintey with my Nephewes haunts, 
Brend this gold fo2 thy paines, go ſeek him out, 
Match at my Loꝛd Payozs, there (it he live) 
Dodger, thou thalt be ſurs to moet with him: 
P3ethee be diligent. Lacy thy name 
Lib d once in honour, now dead in ſhame : = 
Be circumſpect. 5k ol Exit, 
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Dod. I warrant pou my Tod. Exit. 
Enter Lord Maior, and Maſter Scot. 
L. Ma. Good maſter Scot, A have been bold with por, 
To be a Witnelle to a wedding knot, 
Bet wixt young maſter Hammon and my daughter, 
O ſtand aſlve, ſee where the lovers come. 
Enter Hammon and Roſe, 
Roſe. Can it be poſſible pou love me lo ? 
No, no, within thoſe eye-balls A eſpie, 
Apparent likelyhoods of flatterie, 
Dꝛap now let go my hand. 
Ham. Sweet miftris Roſe, 
Pilconfrue not mp wo2ds, n0z3-tuilconceive- 
Of my affection, whoſe devotes ſoul 
Sweares that J love thee deerer than my heart. 
Roſe, As deere as peur own heart? J judge it right, 
Pen love their hearts beſt when th ars out of ſight. 
Ham. J love you by this hand. 
Roſe. Pet hands oft nos: 
If fleſh be kr tal, how weak and frail's your vow ? 
Ham. Then by mplife I ſweare. 
Roſe. Then do not bzawle, 
One quarrell losſeth wife and lite and all 
Is not pour meaning thas? | 
Ham. Jn faith yon jel. 
Roſe. Lobe loves te ſpoꝛt, therefoze leave love vare e bel. 
L. Ma. What ? ſquare they maſter Scot ? | 
Scot. Sir never doubt, 8 
* are quickly in, and quickly ut: 
Ham. beet Roſe, be not ſo ſtrange in ping me, 
Nay ne ver turne aſtde, hun not mp ſight;.” 
A am not growne ſo fond, to fond my lobe 
On any that ſhall quit it with dildaine, 
It you will love me, ſo: ił not, farewell, 
L. Ma. Why how nom lovers, are von both agreed? 
Ham. Pes faith mp-KWozd. * | [banghter. 
L. Ma. Tis well. gi be me pour hand, give me pours 
Dow noby, both pull back, what meanes this, Girle ? 
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Roſe. Ameanetolive a mais. | 
Ham. But not to die ons,pawſe ere that be fais. alide; 
L. Ma. Will pou ffill croſſe me? fil be obſtfinate: | 
Ham, Nap chide her not my Lo2d foꝛ doing well, 
It᷑ che can live an happy virgins life, 
Tis farre meʒe bleſſed than to be a wife. 
Roſe. Map ſir J cannot, 3 have made a voly, 
Mho ever be mphaſband tis not pou. 
L. Ma. Pour tongue i quicke, but . Hammon know, 
J bad pou welcome to onother end. 
Ham. What, would pon have me pule, and pine, and pꝛap, 
With lovely Lady mittris of my heart, 
Pardon pour ſervant, and the rimer play, 
Rayling on Cupid, and his tyrants dart: 
Oz ſhall J undertake fome marttall ſpefle, 
Wearing your glove at Turnep, and at Tilt, 
And tell how many gallants J anhozf, 
Sweet, will this pleaſare-pou? 
Roſe, Yes, when wilt begin? 
What love-rimos man? fie on that deadly fin. 
L. Ma. Jf you will haveher,J'le make her agree. 
Ham. Enkoꝛced lovs is woꝛ ſe than hate to me, 
There is a wench keeps ſhop in the old change, 
To her will J, it is not wealth J ſeek, 
I have enough, and will p2efer her love 
Wefoze the wozld : mp good Loꝛd Mapoꝝ adew, 
Old love foꝛ me, J have no luck with new. Exit. 
L. Ma. Now mammet poa have well behav'd pour ſelf, 
But pou ſhall curſe pour copneſſe ff J live : 
Who's withtu there ? ſeg you con hep pour miſtris 
Straight to th'old F ooꝛd, J le keep pou ſtraight enough, 
Foze God J would have ſwozne the pti!fag girle 
Would willingly accept Hammons love, | 
But baniſh him my thoughts,co minton in. Exit Roſe. 
Now tell me maſter Scot, would vou habe thought 
That maſter Simon Eyer the Shoomater 
Pad been of wealth to buy ſuch mercha wdize 
Scot. Twas well mp Loꝛd pour honour, and my ſelf, 
my | D 2 G2ew 
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G2ew partners with him, fog pour bills of lading 
Sbew that Eyres gaines in one commoditie 
Riſe at the leaf to fall th& thouſand pound, 
Beſides like gaine in other Perchandize. | 
L. Ma. Well, he ſhall ſpend ſome of his thouſands now, . . 
Foz Jhave ſent fo2 him to the Guild Yall, Enter Eyre. 
See where he comes: good mozrow maſter Eyre. 
Eyre. Pooꝛ Simon Eyre, my L od, pour Dhoomaker, 
L. Ma. Mell well, ft likes pour ſelt᷑ to terme pou ſo. 
Enter Dodger. 
Now ꝙ. Dodger what's the news with you ? 
Dod. Ide gladly ſpeake fn p2ivate to Your Honour. 
L. Ma, Pon ſhall, pou ſhall -: maſter Eyre and P. Scot, 

Ihave ſome buſinelle with this gentleman, - 

I pꝛap let me intreate pon to walk befoze - 

To the Gafld ball, Je follow pꝛeſently, 

Maſter Eyre, J hope ere noone to call pou Sherife. 

Eyre. J would not care (my Lozd) ff-you might call me 

King of Spain, come maſter Scot. «<9 Exeunt, 

L. Ma. Now maſter Dodger, what's the newes pou ding? 
Dod. The Carle of Lincolne by me gr&ts your L02vlhip, 
And earncftly requeſts vou (it pon can) 
Infozme him where his nephew Lacy keepes. 
L. Ma. Js not his nephew Lacy now in France? 
Dod. MN» J aſſure your Lo2dlhip, but diſguiſ d * 
Lurkes here in Londod. 5 | 
L. Ma. London? JC eben fo?” 

Jt map be; but upon my faith and foul, 

IJ knownot where he lives, oz whether he lives, 

So tell my Lo2d of Lincolne : lurk iu London? 

Well mafer Dodger, you perhaps-may ſtart him, 

Be but the meanes to rid him into France, 4 

Ile give pou a doſen angels foꝛ pour paines, 

© So much J love his honoz. hate his nephew, 

And pꝛethee ſo infoꝛme thy Loꝛd from me. h 
Dod. J take my leave. Exit Dodger. 
L. Ma. Farewell good ꝙ. Dodger. 

Lacy's in London J dare pawne my life. 


Pe 


the Gentle Craft. 
My daughter knowes thereof, and foz that cauſe, 
Denied poung Paſter Hammon in his lobe, 
Well, J am glad J ſent ver to old Foozd, 
Gods Lo2d tis late, to Guild hall J muſt hie, 
JF know my bzethꝛen lack my compante. Exit. 
Enter Firk, Eyres wife, Hans, Roger. ; 

Wife. Thou goeſt too faſt fo2 me Roger, O Firk. 

Firk. I fo2focth. 

Wife. J p2ap thee run (do ponheare). run fo Gutld Mall, 
and learne if my huſbanv P. Eyre will take that-wozſhiptull 
vocation of M. Sheriffapon him, hie thee good Firk. 

Firk. Take it? well J go, and he ſhould not take it, Firk 
ſweares to foꝛſweare him, ves foꝛſooth 4 go to Guild Hall. 

- Wife. Nay when ?th'art to compendious and tedjans. 

Firk. O rare, pour excellence is full of eloquence, how like 
a new Cart wheele my dame ſpeakes, and ſhe looks like an 
old muſtp Ale-bottle going tofcalding. | 

Wife. Rap when? thon wilt make me melancholly. 

Firk. God fo3bid pour Wo2ſhip ſhould. fall into that hu- 
mour; J run. Exit. 

Wife. Let me ſee now Roger and Hans. 

Ro. J'fo2ſaoth dame(wiftris I-Gould ſay)but the old ferm 
ſo ſtickes to the roofs of my mouth, A cun hardly lick it off. 

Wife. Even what thou wilt good Roger, Dame is a fair 
name koꝛ my honeſt Chꝛictian, but let that palſe; how dc 
thou Hans ? 

Hans. Me tanek you vo. | 

Wife. Mell Hans and Roger, pou ſee.God hath bleſt your 
maſter, and perdie if ever hecome tobe P. Oh kite ot Lon⸗ 

don, (as we are all moztall) you ſhall ſee, J will ha ve ſome 
odde thing oz other in a cozner foz you, J wil not be your back 
kriend, but let that paſſe, Hans, p2ay thee tie my ſhooe. 

Hans. Paw il ſal v20. "a 

Wife. Roger, thou knowett the length ol mp fodt, as it is 

none of the biggeſt, ſo J thank God it ts handſome enough, 

nethe let me have a patre of ſhooes made, Coꝛk god Roger, 

woodden hel too. 
Hodge, You ſhall, - 
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Wife. Atr thou not acquatnted with never a Fardingale⸗ 
maker, no2 a Fronch-hood-maker,J miſt enlarge mp bum, 
by „ ha, * how hall J look in a hood A wonder, perdy ods 

— As a Cat ont of a pfilozy,very well J warrant pox 
Piſtrelle. | 

Wife, Indeed all fleſh is graſle, and Roger, canſt thou tell 
where J may buy a good hair ? : | 

Roger. Pes fozſ:oth,at the Ponlterersin Gꝛacious fret. 

Wife. Thou art an ungracious wag, perdpe, J meane a 
falſe hatre fo2 my yerewig. 

Roger. TWhy Piſtris, he next time that I cut mp beard, 
you ſhal have the ſhavings of it, but mine are all truehzires. 

Wife. It ts very hot, J muft get me a fan oꝛ elſe a maſk. 

Roger. Do pou had need to pte pour wicied- face. 

Wite. Fie upon it, how coffly thts woꝛlos calling is,perdy, 
but that it is one of the wonderfull wozkes of God, J would 
not deale With it: is not Firk come pet? Hans, be not ſo ſad, 
lot it paſſe and vaniſh as my huldands wo chip ſaics. 

Hans. Ick bin vrolicke lot ſeepon ſoo. 

Roger. Miſtris, will pon dꝛin a pipe of Tobacco? 

Wife, O fie upon ft Roger, perdp, thele filthy tobaco pipes 
are the moſt idle fla vering bables that ever J telt: out upon it, 
God bleſſe us. men look not like men that uſe them. 

Enter Rafe beiug lame. 

Roger. What fellow Rafe ? Piſtreſſe [ook heere, Janes 
husband: why how now, lame? Hans make much o him, 
he's a b2othcr of our Trade, a good wozkeman, and a tall 
Soul dier. 

Hans. You be welcem b2o0ecr. | 
Wife. Þ:rdfe J knew him not, how doſt thou goed Raſe ? 
J am glad to ſee thee well. . | 

Rafe. J would God yon ſaw me dame as well, 

As when 3 went from London into France. 

Wife, Truſt me J am ſo2rp Rafe to ſez thee impotent, 
Loꝛd how the warrs have made dim Sun-burnt : thy left leg 
is not well, twas the faire gift of God, the.mnfirmitte took not 


hold a little higher conſider ing thou camſt from France, — 
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Rafe. Jam olad foſee you well, and Jrejopce, 
To heare that Go? hathbleſ# my maſter lo 
fince my departure. | 

Wife. Bea truely Rafe, J thank my maker: buf let that paſs. 

Rog. And ſirra Rafe, what newes, what newes in France? 

Rafe. Tell me good Roger firſt what newes in England? 
Pow dogs mp Jane? when dioſt thou ſee mp-wife ? 
Where lives mp po02 heart? cheele be podz indeed, 

Now J want limbs to get whereon to feed. 

Rog. Limbs ? hiff thou not hands man? thou ſhalt ne⸗ 
ber ſee aſhoomaker want bꝛ ead, though he have but thꝛee fins 
gers on a hand: | 

Rafe, Pet all this while J hare not of my Jane, 

Wife. O Rafe your wife, perdie we know not what's be⸗ 
tome of her: ſhe was here a while, and becauſe ſhe was mars 
rfed, grew moze ffately then became her, I checkt her, and ſo 
fozth, away ſhe flung; never returned, noz ſaid bih noꝛ bah: 
and Rafe you know,ka me ka thee, And ſo as A tell pe. Roger 
is not Firk come et? rf | | 

Roger. No fo2ſooth. | | 

Wife. And lo indeed we heard net of her, but J heare ſhe 
lives in London: but let that paſſe. It ſhe had wanted; ſhe 
might habe opened her cafe to me oꝛ my huſband; oꝛ to any of 
my men, J am ſure there is not any of them perdie, but would 
have done her good to his power. Hans look if Firk be 
come. . | Exit Hans, 

Hans. Paw it ſal vo. 

Wife. And ſo as I ſaid: but Rafe, whydoft thou weep ? 
thou knoweft that naked we came out of our mothers wombe, 
and naked we mult returns, and therefoze thank God foz all 
things. 

Roger. so faith, Jane is a ſtranger here, but Rafe pul up 
a god heart,J know thou haſt one, thy wife man is in London 
one told me he ſaw her a while ago very bꝛavs encat, wier le 
ferret her out, an London hold her. oY 

Wife. Alas poo? ſoul, he's over-come with ſozrew, he 


does but as J do, weop koz the loſſe of any good thing x 50 


afe; 


—— — 


— OS —— — — 
— . Ag. - — 


A pleafant Comedy f 
Rafe, get the in, call foz ſome meat and dꝛink, thou ſhalt: find 
me wo2 khipfull towards thee, 

Rafe. J think you Dame, ſince J want limbs and lands, 
J'le truſt to God mp good friends, and to my hands. Exit. 
Enter Hans and Firk running. 

Firk, Runne good Hans, O Hodg, O Piftris ; Hodg 
heave upthine cares , Piſtris ſmugge up pour looks, on 
with peur bef apparell, my Pafferis choſen, my maſter is 
called,nay condemned by the cry of ths Country to be Sherife 
of the City , foz this famous peare now to come: and time 
now being, a great many-men in black gownes were aſkt fo2 
their voice, and theit hands, and mp maſter had all their fiſts 
about his eares p2eſentiy, and they cried, J, J, J, J, and ſo. 
came away, where foze without all other grieve, J do ſalute 
you Pilkrts Dhyteve. | 

Hans. Ya, my meefteris de goot man, de Sh2teve, 

Roger. Did not J tell you mi{ris,now J map bolvly ſap, 

good mo2row to your wozſhip. | 

Wife. - Good mozrow good Roger, Jthank.you my good 
people all, Firk, hold up thy hand, here s a thꝛee⸗pennie peece 
fo2 thy tidings. | 

Firk. *@Tis but tee halte⸗pence I: think: yes tis thꝛee 
pence J ſmell the Rofe. - | 

Hodg. But miſtris, beral'd by me, and do not ſpeak ſo, 
pal nary. 15 7 

Fink. *Tis her woꝛſbip ſpeaks ſo © not ſhe,no faith miſtris 
ſpeak me in the oldkey:to it Firk, th:re good Fick , ply your 
buſtaefſe Hodge, Hodge with a full mouth: J'le fill pour bel⸗ 
lies with go3d cheere till th ep crie twang. 

Enter Simon Eyre wearing a gold chaine. 

Hans. Bee mine lie ver bꝛoder here compt my meeſter. 

Wife. Welcome home maſter Sh2teve , I pꝛay God con⸗ 
tinue you fn health and wealth: - 2 

Eyre. Vt here my Maggy, Chaine, a gold Chaine foz Si- 
mon Eyre, J ſhall make thee a Lady, here's a French ⸗ hood 
foꝛ the, on with it, on with it, dꝛelle thy bꝛowes with this flap 
ok a ſhoulder of mutton to make the lok lovely:where be my 


fine men? Roger, J'le make over my ſhop and tooles to 1 | 
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Firk thou Galt be the foz-man : Hans, thou walt have an hun⸗ 
dꝛed foz twenty, be as mad kna ves as pour maſtor Siaion Eyr 
bath beone and yon ſhall live to be Sherifes ot London: how 
voſt thou like me Margerie ?. Mꝛince am J none, pot am I 
pzincely bozne, Firk, Hodg and Hans. 2 
All 3. I fo2 ſooth, what ſates pour woꝛ chip maſter Sherif? 
Eyre. Mo chip and honour ye Babilontan knaves, fo2 the 
Sentle Craft: but J fo2got my ſelf, I am bieden tomy 
d Maren to dinner to ald sone 'g gens befo2e, A maſt 
after : come Madge, on with your trinkets: now mp true 
Trotans, my fine Firk, my dapar Hodge, my honeſt Hans, 
fome device, ſome odde crochets. ſome meꝛtris, oz ſuch libe 
koꝛ the hono2 of the Gentlemen Sbomakers, meet me at Old 
SF ooꝛd, you know my mind. Come Madge awap, ſhut up the 
chop knaves and make Moltdag Excunt. 
Firk. O rare, O bzave; come Hodg,follcwme Hans - 
UWee'l be with theni foya Ydzrisvance.' Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Malorꝭ Eyre, his wife in a French-hood, Sibill, 
and other Servant. 
L. — . Sruſt me pon areas welcom td Old Foozv,as 
Wife. Lruely I thank pour Lo2dthip, --- ++ 
L. Mayor. Would our bad cheere were wozth the thankes 
pon give. B12 KS EG 8 enn f 
Eyre. Good chte my Lo2d Papoꝛ, fine cheere, a ſine houſe 
fine walles all ſine and near tt. 
L. Ma. Row by mp troth, le telt thee maſter Eyre, 
It does me good and all m Bꝛethꝛen, | 
That ſach a mad cap fellow as thy ſelf-- -- 
Is entred into our ſotiet e. nns 5 a q 
Wife. A but my Loꝛd he muſt learn now to put on gravitie. 
Eyre. Peace Maggy a fig foꝛ grayitie;whenJ go to Guild: 
Malk iump Scarlet gown, Ale look as demurely as a Saint, 
and ſpa as gravely as a Juſtice ol Peace. but now J am 
here at old Foo2d,at my god I. d ayoꝛs houſe, let it go by, 
vaniſh Maggy, J le be merry, away with flip dap, thoſe foole⸗ 
rtes theſe gullertes: what hanny? P3fnce am J none, yet am 
Pꝛincely boꝛn: what ſayes * Payoz ? 
1 L. Ma. 
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I. Ma. Wa, ha, ha, J had rather than a thouland pound, 
had an heart ſo light as yours. 

Eyre. Why what fhould J de my Led? a pound of care 
papes not a Nam of debt: hum: let's be morry.whils we are 
young, old Age ſack and ſugar will feale upen us ere we be 
aware. | | 
L. Ma. It's well done, Piffris Eyre, prap give good comn* 
fell to mp daughter. 828225 | 

Wife. J hope miſtris Roſe will have the grace to take no⸗ 
thing that's bad. $65 3 228: at 

L. Ma. P2ay Gad (he do, foz tfaithmiftris Eyre, 

J would befowupon that-peevilh gtrie 
A thouſand markes moze than A meane to give her, 
Upon condition ths be rul d byme. + 
he Ape Ell crofſeth-me : there came of late, 
A pꝛoper gentleman of fa're revenewes, | 
Whom glavly wouls call Son in law: 
But my fine Cocknew would ha ds none of him, 
Heu le pꝛobe a Cockſtombe fes it ere pou die, 
A Cturtter o) no man mult pleaſe your exe. . 
Eyre. Be ruld wert Roſe, th art ripe foʒ a man: marrie- 
not with a boy that has no mode haire on his face than thou 
haſt on thy cheekes : a Courtter,. wach, go by, ſtand not upon 
piſherte, pathery ; thoſe filken fellowsare but painted Ima⸗ 
ges.outſives; dutſides Role, their inner linings. are tozne : no 
my fine monls, marry me with a Gentleman Gꝛocer like my 
L.WPatoz pour father,aGzocer.is a\wet trade, plums. plums: 
had A a ſonoz daughter ſhould marry out of the generation 
and blond of the @hoomakers,hs ſhould pack: what the gentle 
tr ade is a living fo; a man thozow Europe,tho:ow the wozld - 
A noife within of à Taber and Pipe. 

L. Ma. What noiſe is this? | 

Eyre. O'mp L02d Payo2,a true of god fellowes that foz 
lobe ts pour honour, are come hither with a Po2ifdancs.; come 
in mp Meſopotamians chet᷑ri s. 2 OS 

Enter Hodg Hans, Rafe, Firk, and other Shoomakers in a 
+ -morris : after a little dancing theL. Mayor fpeakes, 
L. Ma. Paſter Eyre, are all theſe @hoomakers ? 


Eyre, 


the Gentle Craft. 


Eyre. All Co2dWwainers my good Lo Yer. 

Roſe, How like my Lacy lookes pond Shoomaker, 

Hans. O that J durft but ſpeak unte my love! 

L. Ma. Sibill, go fetch ſome wine to make thefe dzink, 
Pou are all welcome. RH | 
All. Me thank your Lo2vſhtp. 

Roſe takes the cup of wine and goes to Hans. 

Roſe. Foz his ſake whoſe faire ſhape thou repꝛeſenteck, 
G-0d friend A dzfnk to thee. | e 

Hans. Ic be danck good triſter. | 

Wite. I ſee miſtris Roſe pou de not want judgment, you 
have dꝛunk to the pꝛopereſt man J keep. 

_ Here be ſome have done their parts to be as p2oper 
As he. | 

L. Ma. Well, urgent buſlnefle cals me back to London? 
Good fellowes fir go in and tafÞ our cheare, 

And to make merrie as pon homeward go | 
Spend theſe two angels in beere at Stratfozy Bo. 

Eyre. To theſe —_— mad lays) Simon Eyre avyes a: 
notber, then cheerfly FirkXickle ft Hans, and al fo2 thehonowr 
of Shoomakers. All go dancing our, 

L. Ma. Come matter Eyre, let's have pour companp:Exeunt. 

Roſe, Sibill what ſhall J do? 

Sibill. Why what'e the matter? | 

Roſe, That Hars the ſhoomaker is mp love Lacy, 
Digail ' d in that attire to fins me out, 

Pow ſhould J find the meanes to ſpeak with him 

Sib. What miſtris never fear. A dare venture my mayden. 
yead to nothing, and that's great oddes,that Hans the Dutch- 
man when we come fo London, ſhall not onely fee and ſpea 
with yon, but in ſpight of all peur Fathers policies, Teale 
port away and martie pou, will not this pleafe pou ? 

Roſe. Do this, and eber be aſtur ed of my lobe. f 

Sibill. Away then, and follow pour Father to Londoa, 
Left your abſence canſe him to ſuſpect ſometying : 

Lo mo2row it m conncell be obaide, 

Ale binde pon p2ontife fo the gentle trade. 

Enter lane in a Semſters ſhop working, and Hammon muffled 
at — he ſtands al ooſe. Ham. 


Apfeafant Comedy of 
Ham. Ponder's the Wop, and there my fatre lobe fits, 
She's faire and lobelp, but the is not mine, 
O would the were, thꝛice have A courted her, 
T hzice hith mine hand been molſtned with her hand - 
Mh tlic my poo? famicht eyes do feed on that 
Which made them famiſh : Jam info2tuyate, 
I ftill love one, pet no bodie loves me, 
Jmuſs in other men what women ſee, 
What A ſo want? fine miffris Roſe was cop, 
And th's too curious, oh no, ſhe is ch;fte, | 
And koꝛ ſhe thinks me wanton, ſhe denies | * 
To cheare my could b:art with her ſunny eyes, | 
How paettily ſhe wozks, oh pꝛetis hand 
Oh happp wozke, it doth me good to ſtand 
Unſeene to ſee her, th1s J oft have &oop, 
In frc&y eventngs,a light buraing by her, 
Enduring bitiag cold, onelp to epe her, 
One onelp look hath ſeem d as rich to me 
As a Rings crown, ſach is loves lunacie: = 
Mik ed Ile paſſe al ong, and by that try 
Whether ſhe know me. TIRE 
Jane. Dir, whatflf you buys 
What ia pou lack fir? eatifco, 02 laiunn | 
Fine camb: icie ſhirts,03 bands, what wfli yow-buy ? 
Ham. Tha! whtch thou wilt not ſell,faith vet J le trie: 
Paw do you ſell this handkercher? | 
Jane. Good ch:ape. | 
Ham. And how theſe ruffes? 
are. Cheape too. | 
Ham. And how this hand? Jane. Cheap tov... 
Ham. Al cheape,how ſell you then this hand , 
ane. Py hands are not to be ſold. 1 
am. To be given then, nep faith J come to buy. 
— But non knowes when. . * 
Jam God ſweet leave wozka little while, lets play. -. - 
lane. 1 ca not live by heeping helliseg. 328 721 . 
Ham. Ile pay vou fog the *fme which wall be lock. 
lane. With me you ſhall not be at to much colt. 
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Ham, Look hoh you wound this cloth, fo yon word me; 
Jane. Jt may be ſo. 5 
Ham. Tis ſo. 

Jane. What remedy? 
Ham. Nay faith pou are too coy. 
Iane. Let go my hand. 
Ham, J will doe anp taſk af pour command. 
I would let go this beautte, were J not, 
In mind to diſobey you by a power 
That controutes Rings: J lo de pou. | 
Jane, Do, now part. Is "+86 146) ie 
Ham. Mith hand J may but never. with mp heart. 
In faſth lobe pou - 7 
lane. J beleeve pou dee. | 42 
Ham. Shall a true love in nie bꝛeed hate in pou? 
Jane. J hate pou not. eee i) 
Ham. Then pou muſt love. | 
Jane, J do; what areyou better now? J lobe not pon; 
Ham. All this J bope is but a womans fray, 
That meanes come to me when ſhecries away. 
In earneft miſtris J do not jelE.. FR 
A true cha& love hath entred fn my biet. 
J love por dearely as J do mplife, 
J loves yon as a husband loves a Wife, 
That and no other love my lobe requires, 
Thy wealth J know is little; my deſtres, 
Thirſt not foz.cold ſweet beautious lane what's mine, 
Shall (if thou make my ſelf thine) all be thine,: 
Say, judge, what fs thy ſentence, life , 03 death? 
Percie oz crueltie lies in thy bacath. 
lane. Gsod ſir J do beleeve pou lobe me well: 

Foz tis a ſrely corqueff, ſeely pꝛide, 

Foz one ie pou( J meane a Gentleman) 

To boat that by his love tricks he hath bzeught, 

Such and ſuch women to his amozous [ure : 

I think yon do not ſo, vst many do, 

And make it even very trade to wa. 

Jcouldbe cop, as many women be, 


Feed 
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Feevdxvu with Dim*ſhine ſmiles and wanton looks. 

But I deteſt witch-craft : ſap that 1 | 
Do conftantly bel ee ve yon,conftant have. 

_ Hame Mhy voeſt thou not beleete me: 

Iane. I belee ve you, | | 
But pet good fir, becauſe J will not greove poy, 
With hope to talle fruit which will never fall, 

In tmple truth this is the ſumme of all, 

huſband lives, at leaf J hope he lives, 

Þ2eft was he to thoſs bitter warres in France, 
Bister they are to me by wanting him, 

A have but one heart, and that heart's his due, 
Pow can then beſtow the ſame on von? 
Whfift he lives his, J live, be it nere ſo pooze, 
And rather be his wife, then a Kings whoze. 

Ham. Chaſte and deate woman, will not abuſe thee, 
Although it coſt my life, tf thonrefaſe, | 
Thy huſband p2eft foz France, what was his name? 

lane, Rafe Damport. | 

Ham, Damport, here's a letter ſent 
From France to me, from adeare friend of mine, 

A Gentleman of place, here he doth weite, 
Their names that have been ſlain in every fight. 
Iane. A hope deaths ſcrowle containes not mp loves name. 


Ham. Can pou reay ? | 
Jane. J can. , 
Ham. Peruſe the ſame, | 
To my remembzanee ſach a name I reap 
Amondal the reit: ſee here, 
lane. Ay me, he's dead, 
Pe's dead. if this be true my deare hearts flaine. 
Ham. Habe pattence, deare lobe. 
Jane, Hence, hence. 
Ham. Nay ſweet Jane. 
Þaks no pooꝛe lozrow pꝛoud with theſe rich teares, 
I mourne thy huſbands death becauſe thou mournett᷑. 
lane. Chat bill is fog'd, tis fignꝰd by foꝝgerte. 
Ham. J'{e bꝛing these letters ſent befives to many 
. Carrying 


the Gentle Craft. 


Carrying the like repozt : Jane tis too true, 
Come, weepe not: mourning theugh tt riſe from love, 
Yelps not the mourned, pet hurts them that mourne. 
Jane. Fo) Gods fake leave me. 
Ham. Whither doft thou turne ? 
Foz aet the dead, love them that are alive, 
His love is faded trie how mine will thꝛive. 

lane. Tits now no time foy me to think on lote. 

Ham. Tts now beſt time ſoꝛ pon to think on love, becauſe. 
pour love lives not. | 

Lane. Though he be dead. my lo de to him ſhal not be buried, 
Foz Gods ſake leave me to my ſelf alone. 

Ham. T would kill my ſoul to lea be the dzownd in mone, 
Anſwer me to my ſute, and Jam gone, 
Sap to me, pea, oz no. | 

lane. No. 


Ham. Then farewell,one farewell will not fer be, I come 
againe , come dꝛis theſe wet cheekes, tell ms faithſweet 
lane, pea 02 no, once mo3e- 
wat Once moze I ſapno, once moze be gon J pz ay, elſe: 

£0, | | 

Ham, Nay then J will grow rude by this white hand, 
Untfll you change that cold no, here Ale and, | 
Till bp pou hard heart. by 

lane. Nap foꝛ Gods lobe peace, 

Py ſozrows by pour pꝛeſence moze increaſe, 
Not that you thus are pꝛeſent, but all griefe 
Deſires to be alone, therefoze in bʒieſe 
Thus mach J ſay,and:ſaping bid adieu, 

It ever JI wed man it ſhall be pou, 

Ham. Oh bleſfed voice, deare Iane, Ile urge no moe, 
Thy bꝛeath hath made me rich. 

lane. Death makes me pooꝛ, Exeunt, 

Enter Hodg at his ſhop boord, Rafe, Eirk, Hane, 
and a bey at work. 
All. Hey down, a von derp. 
Hodg. Well ſato my hearts, plie your woꝛk to dap, wee 
loptred veſtervay, to it pell mell, that we map live 1 — 
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Payo2s, o; Aldermen at lea. 
Firk. Mey dolon a dolon derg. 
Hodg. Mell ſaid ifaith, how faiſt then Hans, doth not 
Firk tickle it? 
Hans. Paw meeſter, 
Firk. Not ſo neither, my Oꝛgan pips ſqueaks this moz · 
ning foꝛ want of liquozing : hey down a down very. 
Hans. Fozwatd Fick;towbeE un jolip pongfter ho2t J me- 
fer ic bid yo cut ms un paire vanpres voz meſter Effecs bots. 
Hodg. Thou ſhalt Hans. 
Firk. Matter. 
Hodg. Yow now, bop-? 
Fick. Nꝛap, now You are in the cutting vaine, cut me out 
a paire of ceunterfeits, oꝛ elſe my Wozk will not pale cut⸗ 
rant, hep down a down derp. 
Hodg. Tell me ſirs, are my cozen p. Pricillat ſhoots done? 
Firk, Pour cozen ? no mutet, ons of your aunts,hang her 
let them alone. 
Rafe. J àm in hand with them, ſbe gats charge that! none but | 
J should do them foz herr 
Firk. Thau do fo2 her? then 'twill be but a lame doing, 
and that ſhe lotes not: Rafe, thou might ſt have ſent her to me, 
in faith J would havs yearkt and firkt your Precilla, hep down 
a dow: derp, this geer will not hold. 
Hodge. Mo ſaift thou Firk Were we not merry at Old⸗ 
992d ? 
* Fitk. Yow merry? why our buttockes went Zi zay Jog- 
oy like a quagmire: well ur Roger Oatemeale, it 3 thought 
all meat of that nature, A would eate nothing but Bagpud⸗ 
dings. 
Raft; Of all good foztunes my ell ole Hans had the befs. - 
Firk. Tis true, becauſe miſtris Roſe. dan to him. | 
Hodge. Well, well, work apace, they ſay ſeven of the 
Alder men be dead, oꝛ very ſic kg.... 
Firk. J care not, Ie be none. 
Rafe. Nono2 Y, but then my ꝙ Eyre il core enutcklp 
to be Lozd Payo?- Enter Sibill. 
Fir. hep. pondir comes Sibill. | | 
Hodg. 


the: Gentle Ceift-. 


"Hodge Sibil,welcom ikath, ndhvwvodf 83 weneh 2 

Firk. Sib. whooze, Wclcome to London. 

Sibill; Goyamercy ſweet. Firk :rood Wozd, Hodge, what a 
delicious chop you have got, you tickle it ifaſth. 

Rafe. Odd a mercy" Sib it t our good cheor at oh F ©02d. 

Sibill. hat port chall habe Rafe. 

Firk. Rap by the maſſe, we had tickling cheers Sibill, and 
bow the plague voſt thou and milirts Roſe, and my U. Pevoz: 
4 | = the woman in firſt. 

bill. Well Godamercy, but Gods me. J lo2get my telt. 
wheres Hans the Flemming 

Firke. Denen e. now you muſt reiß out” leme 

ſp>eken. | 
Hans. Mat begale gon vat bod gon Kriſter. 

Sibill. Parrie pou nit come tompyonug Piltis, fo patt 

Hans, Uar ben your egie tro; bare ben your wilt 32 

Sibill. Marrie hersat out London heuſe in Comneh ll. 

'Firke, Mill no dodp ſerve her turn but Hans? 0 

Sibil. Mo ſit; come Hans A tand upou nædles. 

Hod. Why then Sibil take heed of pꝛicking. 

Sibil. Foz that let me nlone, have _ inmy budget, 
come Hans. 
Flans Paw pale ic fall meete vou gane Brie Hans and Sib. | 

Hodg. Go Hans, make hatt againe:come,who iackes wozk? 

Firk. J matter, foz'J lack my heanfact, tis munching 


ti me and pag; 
Hodg. Iſt ſo, why then leave wozk Rafe, to bjeakefalt, 
boy look to the tooles, tome Rafe, rome Firk. Exeunt. 


Enter a Servingman. 

"its Let me ſee now the din of the Laſt in Tower: Art, 
mas ponders the houfe:what haw,who's within? Enter Rafe, 

Rafe. Who calls there what want vou ſir? 

Ser. Partie J won d have a prfre of ſho2es made foꝛ a 
| ae lewoman of again to Moro moming, 1 can you do 
1 7 een 059%: 

Rafe ꝓes fir; von hal hade them, what length 8 ber foot. 
Ser, Why, you muft make _—_— fl perts lite 1 
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but at any hand faile not to do them,  fo2 the Gentlewoman. 
is to be married earely in the moaning. 

Rafe. . by this ſuoos mut it be made? by this? are you. 
fare ſic by a cp 

Ser. Bow, by this J am ſare,by this art thon in thy wits ? 
I fell thee A muſt have a paite of ooes, doſt thon marke me? 
a þaire of ſhves,two ſhoes made by this yerpſhoe, this ſame 
Gooe, agat if to mozrow mozning by fours clock, doſt thou 
underſtand me, canſt do it 

Rafe. Pes ſit, pes, J, J J, can vo — — tap: A 
ſhould know this ſhooe ? yes ſit, yes; by ſhooe,J can dot, 
foure a clocke, well;whither wall A bꝛing 

Ser. To the ſigne of the golden bail in — 
quire loꝛ one Baffer Hammon, a 3 my maſter. 

Rafe. Pei üir, by this ſyooe pou fap. 

Ser. A ſaꝑ ma fer Hammon at the golden bal, hes the Bilde 
groome, and t hole ſhooes are fo2 his bꝛide. 

Rafe. They ſhall be done by this ſbooe; well, well, matter 
Hammon at the golden ſhm e, J ſhould ſap the golden bal, wel, 
very well, but J Nr pendir, ubere mud mater Hlammon be 
married? *:/ | 

Ser. At Sai ntFaith's Church under Pauls:but what' s that 
to thee ? p:ethee diſpatch thoſe ſhooes, and ſo farewell. Exit. 

Rafe. By this ſhove fad he, how Fam my 
At this ſtrange ac:Hent? upon my life, 

This was the very ſhvoe J gabe my wife. | 

When J was p2cft foz France; ſince when, alas; 

Ane bor could heare of her: tis the fame, 

And Hammons bzide no other than mi Jane. Enter Firk. 

Firk. nail es Rafe, thou haſt loſt hy part of ons pots, a 

totmtri man of mine gave me to bzeakfalt; 

Kafe. A cate not, Ahe found a better thing. 90 

Firk. A thing ? awap ; is tt a mans thing 03 a womans 

thiag | 

Rafe. Firk, voſt hon -know this 1 

Firk. So by my troth neither doth that know me : J have 

no acquainta ite with it, is a moere ranger to me. 

Riffe. Why then J do this ſhooe dur ſt be * 
nee 
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Once covered the inſtep 5 ls 
This is her ſtze, her b2eavth ip pl myo! . 
Theſe true lote knoty 3 liger at hoty A | 


By this old ſhove 1 Hall inde on (mo! We. 

Firk, Ha, ha, old ſhooe, that we da amurren came 
this agus fit of feolifhneſſe upon the? 

Rafe, Thus Firk,even now here came a 5 
By this ſhooe would he have anew pajre may 
Againft to-mozx moni fo2 Meat, 

That's to be martied to a Gentleman, 
And whp may not this be mp ſweet lane? 

Firk. And why maieſt not thou be mp ſweet Ale? ha, hx. 

Rafe. Well, laugh and ſpare not, but the truth is this, 
Againſt to mozrow mo ninus Ale zo ide 
A luſty crew of honeſt Wa bers, 

Co watch ths going of the bzide to Church: 

It ſhe p3ove lane, Ale take her in deſpite 
ol Hammon and the Devil, were he by, 

It it be not my lane, what remepy : de 
Hereot J am ture J ſhall ltve tfll 4 0t ee. 
Altheungh A never with a woman lie. 

Firk. Thou lie with a woman to bull notbirig but Crip⸗ 
plegates? Mell, God ſends fooles fo2tune, and ft may be he 
map light upon his matrimony by luch u de vice, fo2 wedding 
and hanging goes by deſtinte. Exeunt. 


Euter Hans and Roſe arme in arme. 
Hans. Bow happy am Aby embzacing thee, 
O JI dis feare ſarh crofſe 1 did raigne, 
That I ſhould never ſee my Roſe againe. 
Roſe. Sweet Lacy, ine faire oppo2tunitie, 
Offers her ſelf to farther our eſcape, 
Let not tos over fond eſfcem of me, 

Hinder fhathappte houre, invent the meanes, 
And Roſe will follow thee thozow all the world. 
Hans,, O hom J 12 7 with exceſſe of jop, 

Made bert ede Auen 
But ſince thou papſt 1 erelk to my hopes, 


Revoubling love on love, let me r 
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but at any hand faile not to do them, fo the Gentlewoeman 
is to be married earely in the mozning. 

Rafe. Þ:wby this ſuhoos muſt᷑ it be made? by this? axe pou 
fare ſic by this? 

Ser. Bom, by this J am are, by this art thon in thy wits ? 
I tell thee A muſt have a paite of ooes, doſt thou marke me? 
a þaire of ſh ves, two ſhoes made by this very ſhoe, this ſame 
chooe, agat if to moꝛrow mozning by fourga clock, doſt thou 
underſtand me, canſt do ft ? 

Rafe. Pes ſtr, pes, 3 ;F,I,can 0 tobe this ode, v on fav: I 
ſhould know this ſhooe ? yes it, yes, by this ſbooe, J can dot, 
foure a clocke, well;whither hall A bꝛing them? 

Ser. To the ſigne of the golden ball in Watling-ffre&t,en» 
quire fo: one aſter Hammon,a Geatioman, my maſter. 

Rafe. Veit ür, by this ſhooe pou lay. 

Ser. I ſay ma fer Hammon at the golden bal, hes the Bide⸗ 
groome, and thoſe ſhooes are fo2 his baide. 

Rafe. They ſhall be done by this ſbooe; well, well, maſter 
Hammon at the golden ſhm e, 4 ſhould ſap the golden bal, wel, 
very — but A Nag ven, where mut mater Hammon be 
married 5 

Ser. At Dai ntFaith's Church under Pauls:but what's that 
to thee ? p:ethee diſpatch thoſe ſhooes,and ſo farewell. Exit. 

Rafe. By this ſhove ſaid he, how Fam amazv- 

At this fkrangeac:Hent ? upon mplife,... 

This was the ety ſhooe I habe my wife. 

Mhen J was pꝛeſt foz France; ſince when, alas; 

Jnev:r could heate of her: tis the ſame, 

And Hammons bzide no other than my Jane. Enter Firk, 

Firk. ©nailes Rafe, thou haſt loſt hy part of — pots, a 
comitrieman of mine gave me to b:eakfalt 

Rafe. A cate not, Ahe found a better thing... a 
ao IE A thing ? awap is it amans thing oz a womans 

{1 

Rafe. Firk, doſt bun know this ſhooe ? 

Firk. Poby mp troth neither doth that-know me t J have 
1 5 acquaint ate with it, tis a moere ſttanger to me. 
Riffe. Why then J doz this ſhooe J dur ſt be **. 

nee 
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Once codered the inſtep of my lane: 

This is yer ſize, her b2eavth, thus trod my lo 4 
Theſe true: lote knots J zickt, F hold mp 

y this old ode J hal five oat my woe... 

Firk, Ha, ha, old thooe,that were n Mm a murren came 
this agus fit of feolifhneſſe upon thꝛe? 

Rafe, Thus Firk den now here came a Servingman, 
By this ſhooe wonld he have anew paixe made, 

Agatnſt to-mozx ö mozning ko2 his tis, 
That's to be martied to a Gentleman, 
And why may not this be mp ſweet lane? 
Firk. And why maieſt not thou be mp [ſweet Ae? ha, hx. 

Rafe. Mell, laugh and. ſparg not, but the truth is this, 
Againſt to mozrow mo ning Ale zo vide | 
A luſty crew of honeſt ſhoomaters, 

Co watch ths going of the hide to Church: 

It ſhe pz0ve lane, Ale take her in deſpite 
ol Hammon and the Debill, were he bp, 

Il it be not my lane, what remedy : ar 
Hereof J ain ſure I ſhall live tfil Abt. 
Alth:agh A never with a woman lie. 

Firk. Thoulie with a woman to bull notbing but Ert p⸗ 
plegates? Well, God ſends fool es foꝛtune, and it may be he 
may light upon his matrimony by luch u vevice, fo2 wedding 
and hanging goes hy deftinie. Exeunt. 

Euter Hans and Roſe arme in arme. 

Hans. Wow happy am by embzacing thee, 
O JI did feare ſarh crofſe Ts did raigne, 
That A ſhould neper ſee my Roſe againe. 

Roſe. Sweet Lacy,ſlncefafre oppo2tunitie, 
Offers her ſelf to farther our eſcape, 

Let not tos over fond effcem of me, 

Hinder thathappte houre, invent the meanes, 
And Roſe wfll follow thee tho2ow all the wo2 lv. 
Hans,. O how I ſurfeit with exceſſe of joy, 

Made happſe by thy rith per lenton: 
But fince thou papst Tweet ihterelt tomy bopes, 


Redoubling love on love, let me —_— 
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Ake toa bo lo⸗fat d debtoꝛ trabe of thee, 
T dis nigbt to ſteale, d of at Eyres houſc. 
M ho now bydeath dr certaine Alnermen, 
Is Papo ol London and my matter once, 
Pete thou thy Lacy,where tn ſpight of change, 
Pour fathors anger, and mine uncles hate, 
Dar happy nuptials will we conſummate. Enter Sibill. 
Sill. Dh Gd, what will you do mickrts? Mitt foz pour 
ſelf, your father is at hand, da s comming, bie 3 comming. 
maſter Lacy hide pour felt in my miftris, ts; Gods lake ſhift: 
ko pour ſelves. _. 
Hans. Your father come, ſweet Roſe, what hall J do: 
Where ſhall J hide me? how ſhall A eſcape, ? 
Roſe. A man and want wſf in ex emt:le,. 
Come come, de Hans ſtill, play th- Wosmaker, 
Pall on my-ſhooe. Enter L. Maior, 
Hans. Pas and that's well remembzed.. 
Sibil. Mere comes pour father... 
Hans. Foz ware metreſſe, ig un goodſkow,ft ſal tel date, 
o2 pe ſal niet bettalen. 1 
Roſe. O God it pincheth me. what will pon dd.- 
Hans. Pour fathers pzcſence pincheth, not the ſhooe; 
fe + Fe done fit my daughter well, and ſhe ſhall pleaſe 
1 b 
Hans. Paw, yaw, ick wiet dat Well, foz wire tis uu god 
ckeo, tis gi mait van niets.leither, fe ever mine here. 
Enter a Prentiſe. 
I. Ma. J do belee be ft, what's the newes with pon , 
Pren. Pleaſe.pau tte Carle af Li:colnc at the gate is new: 
iplighted,and wo'ly ſpea with pot. 
L. Ma. The Carle of Lincolne rome t foekk with me ?- 
Well, well, J knowHhiserrand, daudhter R We 
— hence your- 4 e follow ha pe do og 
i 3 things e, lir 8 Lit: 
Hens. Pp father cine 00 4 123 1 OM 3 
Swe! R. ſe, this af our rin): 


Roſe. Be not dime id a this mw bp vera: 
Roſe is thine ownifs witneſte I freak truth, 


Where 
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Where thou appointſt the pace; le meet with the; 
F will not fixe a dap to follow thze, 
But pzeſently ſteale hence: do not replie, _ 
Love which ga ve ſtrength to beate my tathers hate, 
Shall now adde wings to further our eſcape. Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Maior and Lincoln. 
L. Ma. Weleete:me on mp credit I ſpeak truth, 
Since firſt pour nephew Lacy went to France, 
J have not ſeene him: Jt ſeem'd ſtrange to me, 
When Dodger fold me that he ſtated behinde, 
Negleaing the high charge the King impoſed. 
Lin. Truſt me (fir Roger Otley) J dis think: 
Pour counſell had given head to this attempt, 
Z2awne to it by the love he beares pour childe, 
Mere J dis hope to finde him in your houſe, - 
But now J ſee mine erroꝛ, and confeſſe 
Py judgoment wꝛong d you by conceiving ſo. 
I. Ma. Lodge in my houſe,ſap pon? truſt me me Loꝛd, 
I love pour nephew Lacy too toq dearely,: is 
So much to wong his honear': and ho hath done lo, 
Whit firſt gave him advice to ſtay from France. 
To witneſſe J ſpeak truth, J let vou know - 
How-carefull A have been to keep my daughter 
Free from all conference oꝛ ſpeech ot him, 
Not that J ſcoꝛne pour nephew, but in love 
J beare peur honour leſt your noble bloud, 
Should by my meane woꝛth be diſhoncured. ; 
Lin. Bow far the charles tonzue wanders from his heart; 
Well, well fir Roger Otley, I beleede peu, 
Mith moze thin many thankes fo2 the kinde lobe, 
So much pdu ſeeme to beare me * but my Loꝛd, 
Let me requeſt your hel pe to ſeeke mp nephcts; 
Whom ik J finde, Ile ſtraite imbarke foz France; 
So ſhall pour Roſe he free my thonghts at ref, 
+ Ard much care die which now lies in my belt, Enter Sibil. 
Sibill. Oh Loꝛd, hel pe foꝛ Gods fade mp miſiris, Oh mp 
peung miſtris 9 „„ nen 
L. Ma, Mhere is thy mttris ? what's become of her F 
Sibil. 


A pleaſant Comedy of 
Sibill. She's gone, ſbe s fled. 
L. Ma. Gone? whither is ſhefled ? 

Sib.Jknow not fozſath,ſhe's fey out of the does with Hans 
the Shoomaker, J ſawthem ſcad, ſcud, ſcud, apace;apace, 

L. Ma. TWhyichWayp : what lohn ? where be mp men? 
which wate.. 1 85 

Sib, 3 know not and it pleaſe your poꝛ chip. 

L. Ma. Fled wi:h a ſheemaker, can this be true? 

Sib. O Loꝛd ũir, as true as ꝓon are Lo apoz. 

Lin. Her love turnd ſhoomaber ? J am glad of this. 

L. Ma. A Flemming butter-box, a ſnoomaker. 
Will ho foget her birth? requite my care 
With ſuch ingra itude ?ſco2n'd ge young Hammon, 
To love an honnikin, aneappknave ? 
Mell let he: ſlie, Plenotfiteafter her, 
Let her ftarie if ſhe will. ſheꝰs none of mins, 

Lin. Be not ſo cruell ſir. | 

Fgntcer Firk with fhooes. 

Sib, J am glad ſhysſfcapt./ -- + CAE 

L. Ma. J'le not accoumt ot her as my childe, 
Was there no better object foz her epes, | 
But a foule dꝛunken lnbbery ſwill-belite, 
A ſhoomaker, that's b2aye. me 

Firk. Pea ſo2ſosth'tis a.yerp bzave (hooe, and as fit as a 
F L. Ma. Paw now; what knave is this, from Whence com: 
meſt thou? go > 

Firk. No knabe fir, Jam Firk the ſhoomaker, luſtte Ro- 
gers chiefe luſty Journeyman, and J come hither to take up 
the pzetpleg of ſweet miſtris Roſe,and this hoping that your 
wo2ſhfp is in as good health as J was at the making hereof, 
I bid you farewell, youts Firk. 

L. Ma. Stap, ſtap, fir kna be. : 

Lin. Come hither ſhoomaker, - 

Firk. Tis happfe-the kna ve is put befo2e the ſhoomaker,oz 
elfe I would nat have vouchſated to come back to you, J am 
mo ved, fo2 J irre. i | 

I. Ma. My Voz this villatne calls us knabes by 1 * 
Ii a Ir K. 
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Firk. Then tis by the Gentle Craft, and to call one knabe 
gently is no harme: ſit your woꝛ ſhip merrie: Sib. pour poung 
miſtris. J le ſo bob them, now my maſter ꝙ. Eyre is Lozd 
Paioꝛ of London. 

L. Ma. Well me ſirra, whoſe man are pon. 

Fick. J am glad to ſee pour wozſhip ſo merrie, J habe no 

ma to this geere, no Fomackas pet to a red peticoat. 
| Pointing to Sibjl]. 

Lin. Me meanes not fir to wooe pou to this maid, 

But onely doth demand whoſe man pon are. YA 

Firk. J ſing nob to the tune of Rogero, Roger mp fellow 
ts now my maſter. | 

Lin. S:rra,kowft thou one Hans a ſhoomater > _ 

Firk. Hans Shoomaker,vh pes, ſtap, ves J bare him, I tell 
pou what, I ſpeade it in ſecret, miſtcis Roſe and he are by this 
time, no not-ſo,butfhoz ti p are to come over one another, with 
Can pou dance the ſhyking of the ſheets ? it is that Hans, I'le 
fo gull theſe diggers. | 

L. Ma. Knowſt thou then where he is? 

Firk. Ves fozſooth, pea marry. 

Lin. Canff thou in ſadneſſe? 

Firk. No fozſ ooth, no marry. - - | 

L. Ma, Tell mo good haneft fellow where he tz, 

And thon ſhalt ſee what J le beſtow of thee, 

Fir k. Honeſt fellow, no fir, not lo ir, mp pꝛoleſſion is the 
Gentie Cratt, A care not foz ſet iag, 4 lobe feeling, let me feel 
if here aurium tenus ton pieces of gold, genuum tenus.ten peces 
of ſilver, and then Firk is pour man in a new paire of 
ſttetchers. | | 

I. Ma. Here is an angel part of thy reward, 
Which J will give thee,tell me where he is. 


Firk. No point, hall A be rap my bzother?no:thall Jpzo 
Judas to Hans?no: ſhall J crie treaſon to my co2pozation?no, 
I ſhall be firztandyeriit then, but give me pour angell, pour 
angell ſhall tell pou. . | 10 

Lin. Do ſo good fellow tis no hu; tto thee. 

Firk. Send ſimpi ing Sib awaxx. 

L. Ma. Yuſwife get pou in. 


Firk. 


— — 
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Fixk. Pitchers have eares, and maids have wide months* 
but foꝛ Hans pꝛaunce, upon my wozd to mozrow mozning he 
and poung miftris Roſe go to this geere, they ſhall be marri- 
ed toge her by this ruſh, oz elfe turne Firk to a fit in of batter 
to tan leather with ul. | 
L. Ma. But art thou ſure of this? | 
Fick. Am ſure that-Paules-fleeple is ahmofull higher 
than London ffonc?cs that the piſſing Conduit leaks nothing 
but pure mother Bunch?am J ſure Jam luftie Firk? (nafies 
do you think J am ſo baſe to gull vou? 77 
Lin. Where are they married? doſt thou know the Church: 
Fick. J never go to Church, but J know the namie of it, 
it is u wear ing Church, tap a while, tis, J by the mas: no, 
no tis, J by my troth, no no that, tis J by my faith, that that, 
tis I by mp faiths Chur ch under Paules Croſſe, there thep 
thitl be knit like a paire of ſtockins in. matrimonp, there 
they le be in cony. | + | 
Upon wp life my Nephew Lacy wal kes, 
Ja the diſguiſe of this Dutch hoemakeer. 
Firk. Pes foz ſooth. ö 1 
Lin. Doth he not honeſt ſhoomaler ? | | 
Firk. N fo.ſooth A think Hans is no body bat Hane, no 
ſprit. | 
: L. Ma. y miave miſgives menow tis ſo indæd. 
Liv. Pp cozen ſpeakes th: language, knowes the trade. 
L. Ma. Lect me requeſt poi company my oz d, 
Pour honourable pꝛoſence map, no de ubt, 
NRekraine th fr head: trong rathnefſe;when-my kel le 
Going alone perch ince map be oe beꝛne: 
Shall I-requeft thtsfayour? ??: 
„Lin. This, ei what elfe. 
Firk. Then pon mutt rife betinies,fo2 they meane to fall'to 
their hey pale, and re paſſe, pin>p pandy, which dend will zou 
have very ear ex. | 
IL. Ma. Mp care ſhall etery way eanall thctr haſte 


—— * 


This nfaht accept ydur lodging in my houſe, - / 
The earlier ſhall we ſtir, and at Heiat Faiths > 


Pzevent this gfddie hire-b2niad Nuptiall 
P27 $ | , als 
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Tbis ſrafficke of hot love hall peeld cold gies, 

They ban our lones and wee'le kozbid theit atnos Exit. 
Lin. At Saint Faiths Church th zu Wan 2 mg 
*Fick, Pes, by their trat. *. 
Lin. Be ſecret on thy life. „ 
Firk. Pet when J kiſſe pour wife; ha, ha, b here's no craft 

in the Gentle Craft, Jcame hither of purpoſewithſhooes to 

Dir Roger wo2 ipwhilſt- Roſe djs daughter be conp-catcht 

u Hans : ſo tele to guis will be at Sint Falihs 

Evorch to marom mazning 10 take mater Bzidzgroon, 

and miſtris B ide napping, and they in the neane time wall 

— vp the matter of:theSav:y : but the heſt ſpozt is > Dir 

Roger Otley will Ande mp feliow.lameR afes wie pun If 

anarried Gedottemanzs gon thay. bye Hop 175 in U 

bis Daughter; O Hate, there Will ee ting rap 

"Toft now, what have J to do ? O A new, now a meſle of 

woomakers meat at the Waolsſack in ine lang , to tozen 

my Gentieman ot lame Rafes wile that's true, alac k, alack, 
gitles hald ont tack tod. wile Lnockeg-for-this, Juwbling Gal 

80 to ark. Exit. 

Enter Eyre, His wife, Hans and 
Tyre. Ebis is the mozning then, 7 melts mp honel 
Han is it not? | 
Hane. This is the morning that muit m 
* — — 2 Bale 


. bh me, 

lagbeg thou? - - 1115; 

' Wife-GadvmyLo2d fans her wied cahat Ach be lr. 

Eyre. Why my ſweet Lady Maggy, 4008 you Simon 
Eyre can foꝛget his fine Dutch Journeyman? | 
Jrcomne itt alt ne ver be cuſt fn my. teeth, tba I ws 
Nan Tadp Maggy, thou hat never covered "Og 
ratens head with this French flapp | 
wh this farthingale, 'tis traſh, trumpet vanitie. 


Simon 
Eyre 
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Eyre had never walkt in a ted petfcote, noz woze a chain of 
Gold but fo2-my fine Journeymans Poztignes, and Gall A 
leave him? No: Pꝛinte am J none, pot beare a Pꝛincely mind. 
Hans, Py L092d, tis time to part from hencte. 
Eyre. Lady Maggy, Lady Maggy, take two oz three ol my 
Pie⸗cruſt eaters, mg Buffe⸗jerkin varlets, that do walk in 
biack gownes at Simon Eyres heeles, take them good L dy 
Maggy, trip and go, m bzown Queen of Periwigs, with my 
dellcate Roſẽ and iny jolly Roland to the Soy, f them 
tinkt, countenance the marriage, and'when it is vone, cling, 
cliag together, pon Baribozow-Lixtle; Doves, J le beare you 
out, come to Simon Eyre, come dwell with me Hans, thou 
Galt wo he me Le 3 = iy ip 
trip and OO: wy wand 
to bed, ki 8 and Dani. 
Wife. Fart 1 bd. 20 ins "2 2 1577 
: Roſe. ha ſt ſweet lots. ; 360% b 25 
_ Wife. Speed fains the deed were den. 
"Hans. Come uiy 1 run. 
11.4 eunt. 
. Eyre. Oo, „ van{t<;vani6<, avant l fap:by the Lozd of Luvs 
gate; it's a mad lite debe a L Mapex, tf s a Kirring life. 
A fine lite, a velvet Weg carefull life. Well Simon Eyre, pet 
feta on EF ee Mason oft aint Hugh. Soft, the 
b comes to dine withanetoſte my ne buildings, 
Ia cktenee e beit habe ood cheere, delicate 
bre, | 1p ch&re-Thisvay mpfcliowp2entizes of Lon- 
rome With mie tas they ſal habe fine cher, gentle 
e Fppomited the aauben we 
: ria Los togother;} that if ever J came to be 
wie of 2 on, F would feaft them al, Ale t, A te do't 
| raoh bp this beurd Sim Eyre 'wilthe no ſlin⸗ 
cher, Beltdes Ahave pocared, thatupdn every Shzovetaeſ- 
| if the Ty oe — Me dauper Aſirtan 
| —— piety windomes and away, this in the 
day aa thi Day Wal do t they all do t bopes that dap 
ate pon krte, let maters caro, and pꝛenctxes ſhall-pzay foz 
Simon Eyre. Nie 


Enter 


L 
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Enter Hedg, Firk, Rafe, and ñ̃ve or fix Shoomakers, All 
nunich cudgels, or ſuch weapons. 1 1 . 
Hodg. Come Rafe, tam to it Firk: mp maſtcxs, as wr. 

are the bzave blouds of the Sheom aberg7hefrsapparantto. 

Satat Hugb;and perpetaall benefagozs to-all gap fellows: 

thou ſhalt have no wzong: were Hammon a Ring ot Spades, 

be ſhould not del vs in thy cloſe Without thy lufferance : but 
tell me Rafe, art hou ſare tis thy wife, | 
Rato. Am 4 ſure this is Firk? This-mozning when 3 
crokt on her ſhooes, A lookt upon her, and ſheugon me, and 
ſighed, atat me tf ever A knamone Rafe. Pegſaid : fo2 his 
ſake ſatd ſhe / teares ſtaading in her exee) and (oz that thou 
art —— itke — rs proce of gold: — 
lame leg, and my travei beyond ſea made me unimowne. 
all is one fo2 that, Jknow — "aq Gio! ue 
Fick. Did ſhegive thee this gold? D gjozfous gliitering 
gold: ſhe's thineowne, tis thy wife, and ſhe loves thee; foꝛ 
Ale tand too't,there's no woman wil give geld to an man, 
but the thinkes better ot im then ſhe: thinkes ot them ſhe 
gives Ii ver to: and fox Hammon,netther Hammon nes Bangs 
man ſhall wong thæ in London: s not dur old aſter Eyre 
Lo: Papoz ? Speake me bear ts. Hy 
All. Pes, and Hammon ſhall know it te his coſt. 
Enter Hammon;his man, and J ane, and others, 
Hodg. Peace my bulites, ponder then come. 

Rafe. Stand too t me hearts, Firk, et me ſpeak fit. 
Hodg. No Rafe, let metHammon,Whither away ſo carely* 
Ham. Unmannerly rude ſlave, what's that to thee? , 

Fick. Zohimdſir?pes fir,and to me, and otbers:good moꝛ⸗ 
row Jane, how doſt thou? good Lo, howthe woꝛld is chan⸗ 
ged with vou, God bethanked. Kerr 1 . 2 

Ham. Uillaines,hands off, bowdarg pou touch my love? 

All. Utilatnes:down with them, ery clubs fo2 pꝛenttztes. 

Hodg. Mold, my hearts:touch her Hanumontpea and moze 

than that, we'le carrie her away wt h us. My maſters and 


gentlemen, ne ver dꝛam pur bird initathoomithers are ſtete 


to the back, mene vet inch ol them all dptrtt. 
All of Hammons fide, Mell and what of all this ? 
G 2 | 


Hod. 
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Hod. le ſbebo pon: lane, doft thou know this man? tis 
Rafe J can tell thee ; nay, tis he in faith, though he be lam's 
by the warrs, pet look not ſtrange, but run to him, cold him a⸗ 
bout the neck and ville him. 

Jane. Lives then my husband? oh God let me go, 

Let me inbzace my Rafe, - 

Ham, UWhat meanes my Jane? 

Jane. Nay what meant pon, to tell me he was ſlaine? 

Ham. Parden me deare lobe oz being mifley, _. - 
'was rumoꝛd here in London then wert dead. | 

Firk. Thon ſeeft be Iltbes: Valle, go pack home with bim: 
now P. Hammon, where's your miſttis pour wife ? 

Ser. S wounds . fight foz her, will pon loſe her ? 

All. Don with that creatare,clubs,down with dim 

Hodg. Wold, hold. 

Ham. Bold fool : rhe ſhall do no wong, | 
Will my lane leabe me thns, and bzeak her fafth? 

Firk. Pes fir, ſhe muſt ſir, ſhe ſhall fir, what then? mend it. 

Hodg. Heark fellew Rafe, follow my counſoll, ſet the 
wench in the mide; aus lt her chuſo her en and let her 
be his woman. 

lane. Whom would I chute ? when would my thoughts 
But hi n whom Þ :aven hath made to be my love?  affec, 
Thou art my huſ band, and theſe humhle weede g, 

Make thee moe beautiful then ali dis wealth, 
Cherekoꝛe 4 will but put ol his attire, 
Returning it into the owners hand, a 
And ever after be thy eonſtant wife. 

Hodg. Mot à rag lane, the Law's on our ſde, he that 
ſolves in a other mans ground fozteits his barocit; get thee 
home Rafe, folloꝭo him lane, he thall mot bebe ſo much as a 
buſt point fx om ide: 

Kirk Stand to that Rafe, the appurtenances ar e thine 
owne, Ha mmon, look not at her. 

Ser. O ſounde neee | 

- Firk. Bie ont bequiet, wel give. yonanewLtverie 
elſe, wel ma e Shove 'Ttiefvap Saint Georges dap foz 
you : looznot Harwich, leare not, J le firk pou, = thy 
end 
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head noh one glance, one ſhceps eye anysthing at her, touch 
not a ragge Ief 3 and mp bꝛeth en beat. pou to clobots. 
Ser. Come maſter Hammon, there's ao üriving here. 
Ham. Good teilowes; here me ſpeak :: and houeſt Rafe, 
Whom J vave in jared maſt by loving lane, 
Mare wha: J offer thee here in faire gold, 
Js twentie pound, J'ie give it fo2 thy lane, 
Ik this content thee u t, thou ſghaſt have moe. - 
Hodg. Sell not thy wite Rafe, male her not a whoꝛe. 
Ham. Sap, wilt thou tee p ceaſe th claime in her, 
And let her be my wiſe ? 
All. No, do not Rafe. | 
Rafe. ®irra Hammon, Hammon, doſt thou think a ſhoors 
maker is ſo baſe, to be a bawd tohisowne wife fo2 comodity; 
take thy gold, choke with it: were J not lame, 4 would make 
thee cat thy woꝛds. | 
Firk. A ſhoomaker ſell hisfleth and blood, oh indignity ! 
Hodg. Dfrra take up your peife,and be pact ing. 
Ham. A wilt not toueh one pennie but in liew, 
Ot that great wong A otkered thylane? 
To lane and thee J give that twentte pound, : 
Since J have kaild ot her, during my life, 
J vow no woman elſe ſhall be m wite: 
Farewell good fellowes of the gentle trade, 
Pour moꝛniag mfrth my mourning day hath made. Exit. 
Firk. Couch the gold creature it pon dare, p'are beſt be 
trudging: dere lane take thou it not lets home my hearts. 
Hodg.@tay, Who coms here? lane, on again with thy matke. 
Enter Lincolne, Lord Mayor, and ſervants. 
Lin. Ponders the lying var tet mockt us ſo. 
L. Ma. Come hirher ſcra. ; els. 
Firk. Iſix. am ſirra you mean mo,. do pon not? 
Lin. Where is my nephew married? 
Firk. Is he married ? God give him jop. J am glad or it: 
they have a fait dap, and the ſign is a good Planet, Mars in 
enus. ; 1212 ; 
I. Ma. Uitlatn, thoa tol dſt me that mp daughter Roſe, 
This mozning ſhould be married at Saint Faichs, 


Me . 
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We habe boatcht there theſe thꝛee hours at the leaf, 
Pet w2 ſee no ſach thing. 
Fick. Truelp J am ſo2ry foz't, a Bꝛide's a pꝛettie hing. 
Hodg. Come to the purpoſe.ponders the Bꝛide and Bꝛide⸗ 
groom you look foꝛ J hope: though pou be Lozds:;you are not 
to bar by pour uuth oꝛtty men from women, are pou? 
L. Ma. See ſee my daughter's maſ kt. 
Lin. True, and my nephew, 
To hide his gutt counterteits him lame Fo 

Fiirk. Pea truly, God help the pooz ublotber are une 
and blind. 

L. Ma. Ile cafe her blindneſſe. 

Lin. J'le bis lameneſſe cure. 

Firk. Lye down firs, and laugh, mp fellow Raph is taken 
foꝛ Rowland Lacy, and Jane foz miſeris damatk Wolgz, this 
is all my knavery. £82 1914 5, 

L. Ma. "What have J found you minfo * 

Lin. O baſe wꝛetch, 

Nay hide thy fate, the hozroz af thy gutt 

— hardly be wacht of : where are thp powers? 

CWhat battells have pou made? Dyes Nee. 
Thou ſought} w'th ame, and ſhame hath conquer” d thes; ; 
CTyis lameneſſe will not fer ve. | 

L. Ma. Unmak pour (elf; 

Lin, Leavhomte;pene daughter. | 

L. Ma, Tate pour:nephcwihenee. + + /: #91: ©; 

Raph. Mente, ſwounds what mean you? ara you mad 72 
hope — cannot enfoꝛce my wife from TY s Han. mon 

L. Ma. .Pour wife 2 a 127 *r2 4 

Lin. What Hammorn'?. 

Raph. ea my wie,and S the powell of pou that 
lates hands on her ficft; J le {ay my Cruſchcrofſethts pate. 

Fick. To him lame R apb, here's brave ſpozt 

Raph. Roſe cult pou her? why her name is Jane, lock here 
elſe, doyarkngwhernow? 1! nn pi uget es 

Lin. Js this your daugh cr? Prics'd 

L. Ma. No no> tis pdur:neubew - 2 bt 
MP2 Lo2d of K incolne, we are both aud. 
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By this baſe crafty-variet. - 
Firk. Pea fozſooth no Uarlet;fozſoothno baſe, toztoth J 
am but mean, not crafty neither, hut of the Gentle-Craft. 
L. Mz. Where is mp daughter Roſe ? where is my child? 
Lin. Where is my ephew Lacy married? 
Firk. Why here is good lat d mutton as J pꝛomiſe you. 
Lin Uillaine 3e have thc puniſht fo this wy ong. 
Firk, Puniſh the Journepman villaine, but not the Jour⸗ 
nepman ſwoomaker. Enter Dodger. 
Dod. p o A come to Ming unwelcome newes 
Pour Nephew Lacy, and pour daughter Roſe, 
Earely this mozning wedded at the Daycy, - 
None being p2eſent but.the-Lady Papꝛeſſe: 
Beſides J learnt among the Officers | 
The Load Pays? vowes to ſtand intheir deten, 
Gajnft at that Wall ſeck to trolſe the match. 
Lin. Dares Eyre the Shoomaker uphold the deed ? 
Firk. — arms dars ſtand in a womans quarct 
A warrant-8s'b — — n 4 27 
Dod.' Beſtoes his Gꝛace to dap nines withthe-Paioz;; ri | 
Nhe on his knees humbly intens to falt, 12/0 29% 4-1 
Am beg aparvon'fo2 your: Ntphews fault, 
Lin. But wi Jo prevent him, come ſtr Roger Otley, 
The 7 5 ul vous jultice in this cauſe, | 
Wow ere the {rams bas mave them iam mn inte. 
Iwill dis syn the match, oꝛ loſe mylita : 'Exeunt; 2 
Fick. Adieu Ponſteur Dodger, fare mel fools; ba, | WP 
Ohit they hw ſtatd J would have ſo lambd them with flouts; 
O heart m Codpeece-point is ready toflye in pteces every 
time J think upon Piſtris Roſe,but let that paſſe,as mp La- 
die 'Pap2elle faves... 3,917 neben 
Hodge. This matter is anſwered t tome Rafe; home with 
thy wife, come my fine Shoomakersget's-to out Paſters the 
new Lo2d-Payoz,andthere f᷑wagger this FShiove-Tueſday, | 
Ale pꝛomiſe pou Wine e 
All. O rare! Madge is u froad wendh .. 
Firk. And gie pꝛomtle von meat enough oz anaziag Sue 


keeps the Larder, J l it ad you'to viduals my brave 3 = 


— 


Follow pbutr Captatne, O bꝛave, heark, beark, 


in wheoleibarrowes;} 
comes quaveriug in mait chouels. 


płare ot 


A plaſanẽ Comedy bf 
Bell rings. 

All. The Pancaks bell rings, the Paacak bell, tif-lill mp 
hearts. ; 

Firk, O brave, oh cweet bell, Y delicate Pancakes, open 
the dooꝛe my hearts, and ſhit up the windowes keep in the 
bouſe, let out the Pancaies,ohrare my boats, let's march to⸗ 
gether fo2 thehono2 of Hugh, to the great new hal in Gra⸗ 
cious ſtreet cozner, which our Paſter the new 202d Pa po} 


- bath buflt: 


Rate, O the crew of good lellewes that wiidine at my 
Lozd Papoꝛs coſt to dag. 

Hodg. The Lo2d'Pap:2 isa meſt babe man, -how wall 
Pꝛentiſes be bound to pzay loz. him and the honour of the 
GentlemenShoemakers: r let 1 — with me K. 
Mayozs bounty. "2+ If 

kick, O maſitatl Beli Mill! 'DHodg,. met hben ; 
there's cheere loꝛ the. Heavens, veniſon. paſties walk ap and 
down: piping hot like Serj eants: Beete and Brewes comes 
marching in vꝛtlattes, fritters — —  trowvitng 


baſkets, Collops and Egs in ſcutlles, and 
Enter enore prenciles. 

All. Whoop: look here. 

nol ow — 8 

1 Pren. he great new ali, 47 
not why ? the Lese Pays? hath hiovonall the pzentites in 
London to beaxłuſt this moꝛningg. 

All. Oh bzave ſbooemaber oh bꝛabe Loo of incomp3e- 
_ $00d- fellowſhip; whoo! beark n 
II ; 1441 Ca aps 


r. and when the pancake· Bell rings we are 
as free as my 2026 Papo, we map ſhut: up our ſhops and 


be Firk. Fo — \ bearts,every Shzove-tueſaay(soar 
rib 


make holtdap : Ne have it cal ld Saint Hughs e 


IH. Agreed een Hoghs Bala 0 
i And th{#ſhall rontinut kotz eder. | 
11 Dy bab come come: mybearts, away; . 


'Firki O kternall credit to us of the Gentle Craly march | 
e 


the Gentle Craft. 


faire my hearts, O rare! Exeunt. 
Enter the King and his craine over the ſtage. 

King. Is our Lozd mayo; of London ſach a gallant ? 
Nobleman. One of the merrieſt madcaps in your Land, 
Pour Grace will think when you behold the man, 

He's rather a wild Rufffan then a Patoꝛ: 

Set thus much J'leenſare pour Pajeftie, 

Jn all his acttons that concerie his ſtate, 

He is as ſerfons, pzovident, and ſe, 

As full of gravity amongft the grave, 

As anp Patoz hath been this many peares. 

King. Jam with child till J behold this huffe⸗cap, 

But all my doubt ts when we come in pꝛeſence, 

His madneſfle will be daſht cleane out of countenance. 

Noblem. It map be ſo my Lfecs. 

King. Which to pzevent, 

Let ſome one give n tice tis our pleaſure, 

That be put on his wonted merriment: 3 

Set fozwatd. All. Dnafoze,  FExeunt, 

Enter, Eyre, Hodg, Firk, Rafe, and other Shoomakers, 

all wich napkins on their ſhoulders. 

1 Come my fine Hodg, my jollp Gentlemen ſhooma⸗ 
kers, ſoft, where be thefe Caniballes, theſe varlets my off: 
ters? let them all walke and wait upon my bzeth;en, fox my 

meaning ts, that none but Soomakers, none but the liverte 

of my Company ſhall in their ſattinhoods wait upon the tren⸗ 
cher of my Soveraigne. 

Firk. O my Lo3d,it will be rare. 

Eyre. No moze Firk, come lively, let your fellolo pꝛen⸗ 
tiles want no cheere, let wine be plentiful as beer, and beer 
as water, hang theſe penp pinching fathers,that cram wealth 
in innocent Lambs ſa ins, rip knaves, avant, lok to my gueſts 

Hodg . Py K oꝛd, we are at our wits end foz roome, thole. 
bundzed Tables will not feaft the fourth part of them. 

Eyre. Then cover me thoſe hundꝛed Tabies again and a 
gain, till all my jolly pꝛenttſes be feafted : avoid Hodg, 
run Raph, friſke about mp nimble Firk , carowſe me fa- 
dome healths to the honour of eee do they dꝛink 


live ly 
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ui vely Hodg ? do they tickle it Firk ? ? 

Firk. Tichle it? ſome of them have taken their ain ſtan⸗ 
ding ſo long, that they can ſand no ee but foz moat they 
would eat it and they had it. 

Eyre. Want, they meat? where g this ſwag · belly this 
grealle kitchinſtuffe Cook, call the varlet to me: want meat 
Firk, Hodg , lame Rafe, run my tall men, beleaguer the 
Shambles, begger all Eat: : cheap, ſerve me whole Oxen in 
Charges, and let ſheep whine upon the tables like Pigs 
foꝛ want of good kellowes ta eat un Want meat? ? e 
Firk, avant Hodg. 

Hodg. Pour Lo2dſhip mit: tkes my man Firk, he meanes 
their bellies want meat not the booꝛds, koz they habe drunk 
ſo much they can eat nothing. Am ter r Wits. 

Wife, "Where is my L03D? - 40 N. | 

Eyre, How now Lady Maggy: 2 e 05 Hol 

Wife. The Kings mo(t excellent Pajclito is maten he 


ſends me koꝛ thy honoꝛ one of his moſt woꝛſhipful Peers bad 


ms tell thou muſt be merrie, and ſa: koꝛth: but let that paſſe. 

Eyre. Js my overatone come?vaniſh y tal Shomaters 
my nimble bꝛethꝛen, lok to my guoſts the pienttzes pet ſtop 
A little, how now Hans, hcw looks my little Roſe? 

Hans. Let me requeſt pou to remember me; 

J know yaur houour eaſily may obtaine, 
Free parden from the King fo: me and Roſe, 
And reconcile me tomy Unctes grace. 

Eyre, Have done mp eood Hans mp honeſt Journey man 
look cheerilp, Jie fall upon both my kaces till they he as hard 
a3 h22ne, but J'.e.;ict thy pardon. 

Wit.Goadmp.Lo2d ha ea core what pon freek fo his G27 


Eyre, Awvap pou Illington whitepot!, hence'pon h — 


arſe.you VSartep p1ddi-:£ fult of niagaots. you bzoild Taree- 
nado, avant, avant, —— Mephtſtophtlug : ball Sim Eyre 
learn fo ſpeak of you Lady. Magey bantf mother Mint vers 
Cap. vantch, co trip 2nd go. meddle with pour platlers at. d 
Four pihe rie p⸗ Herie. your den es ond por; Witte iges, d, 
rub out of nun. allcy +; Sim Ey:e knewes how o ſpratt to a 
Yogr.to Sultan Soly man, to Tamberlaine and he wers here: 

; and 


the Gentle Craft. 
and ſhall J melt, Qhall J d2d00pdefo2e my Doveraigne ? no, 
come mp Lady Maggy- fol tow me Hans, about your buſineſſe 
my frolic:£ kreebooters: Firk, fxilke about and about, and 
about fo2 the honour of mad Simon 1 Lozd Pay o of 
London. 

Tick. Hey fo2 the honour of 2hocemakers, Exeunt. 

A long flouriſh or two, enter the King Nobles, Ey re, his Wife 
Lacy, Role: Lacy and Roſe kncele. 
King. Mell Lacy, though the fit was very koul, 
Ot pour Revolting from our Ringlp dove, 
And pour own dutte, ye: we pard on pon, 
Riſe both, and Piſtris Lacy, thank mp L0d Paro 
Fo02 pour young bꝛidegꝛoom here. 

Eyre. So mp dear Hiege, Sim Eyre and my by 2ct h2en the 
Gentlemen Shoomakers ſhall ſct your ſwet Pajeſties J- 
mage cheek by jole by Saint Hugh, foz this honour vou have 
done poby Simon Eyre, I be ſœch your Gꝛate pardon my rude 
beh iwiour, Jam a handie crafts man. pet my heart fs witheut 
craft, would be ſ oꝛete at mp4 ſou} that my voldneſe Hould 
offend my King. Fo 0875 

King. Map, 4 pꝛay the nodLo3d Payo)ibe even u merry 
As tt thou wert among the Shoomakers, 

It does me good to ſee thee in this humour. 

Eyre. Daiſt thou me ſo my ſweet Diocleſian? then hump, 
Pꝛince am J none yet am J Pzimncelp bozn, by the Wo; dof 
EL udgate my Liege, Jie be as mertistas Pie. 

King. Tell me in faith mad Eyre, how old then art? 

Eyre. PpLfege, a very bop, a firipling, a ponker, von 
ſce not a whte hair on mp head, noꝛ à grep in this beard, 
ecerphaire 3afire thy Majeſty that fiches in this beard, 
Sim Eyre valews- at the Hing dt Babilonsranſome, Tamar 
Chams beard Wis atrübbing bꝛuch too't; pet le ſhave it off, 
and ſtuffe tenniſe balles with it to pleaſe mp bully King. 

King. But allthis while J do not know potir age. 

Eyre.“ My Liege zt J am fty and fiffy peare old, vet a can 
cry hump, with n found heark, fo; the hondur dt aint Ha 
marie this old wench my King, I dane t the. ſhilling the 
Sheets with he er fix and thirty 1 ago, and pet 3 chspe 

to 
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to get two oz thzeL. Payozsere I die: Jamlaſfp ill, Sim 
Eyre Eill:care & told lodging bzings white haires. Py ſweet 
Pajefy,let care vanich, caſt it ayon thy Nobles, it wil make 
thee look always poung lite Apollo, and cry humpe: Pꝛince 
am J none,petam,J P3tncely bozn. | 
King, Ba, ba, ſay Cornwall, didſt thou. ever ſee his like? 
Nobl:m. Not A mp Lo3d.. | 
Enter Lincolneand Lord Mayor.. 
King. Lincolne what newes with pou? 
Lin. Py gacious Loꝛd have carennto your-ſelf, 
F 02 there are Traitozs here. 
All. Craitozs where? who? | 
Eyre. T2aitozs in my houſe ? Godfo2 bid, where be my 
Officers ? Ile ſpend my ſoule ere mp. Ring feel harm. 
King. Where is the Traſtoz Lincolne 2 
Lin. Pere he ſtands. 
King, Cornewell, lap bands on Lacy: Lincolae ſpeak, 
What canft thou1lay unts.thy Nephews charge? 
Lin. This mp deare Liege, Pour Grace to do me hdnonr, 
Heapt on the head ol this degenerons boy, 
Deſertleſſe favours, von made choyce of him, 
To — Commander over powers in France, 
But he: 
- King. Good Lincolne, pzethes pauſe awhile; 
Even in thine epes J read what thou wouldſt ſpeak, 
I knew how Lacy did neglect our love, 
Ran himlelf deeply (in the bigheft degree) 
Into vile trealon. 
Lin. Js he not a Trattoz: : 
. King... Lincolne, he was,nowhave we pardoned him, 
"Twas not a.baſe want of true valours fire 
Chat held him out of France, but loves deſtre. 
Lin. A bill not bear his ſhame upon my back. 


King, No2 ſhalt thou Lincolne, J fozgive you both. 
Lin. Then good my Liege fozbſd the bop to wed 
One whoſe mean birth will much diſgrace his bed. 

King. Are they not martien? 

Lin, No my Wiege. | 


Both, 
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Both. We are. | 7 
King. Wall J divozce them then? O be it karre, 
That any hand on earth ſhould dare untte 
The ſacred knot knit by Gods ajeſtie; 
I would not fo2 my Czowndfsjopne their hands, 
hat are conjoyrd in holy nuptiall bands: 
Pow ſaiſt thou Lacy, wonlvff thon loſe thy Roſe? 
Hans. Not fo all Indians wealth, my So beraigne. 
King» But Roſe Jime ſare her Lacy would fozgo, 
Roſe, It᷑ Roſe were aſkt that queſtion ſhee'd ſap no. 
King. Pon hearo them Lincolne. 
Lin. Pea my Liege J de. 
King. And canſt thou finde in heart to part thoſe two 
Who ſeekes belloes pou to div02ce theſe lovers? 
— Ma. | bor (my men — 2 Jamher — 
ing. oger Otely, our laſt Payoz J th 
Not. The ſame mp Liege. x 
King. Wonld pou-offend Lobes lawes ? 
Cell pon ſhall have yonr wfils : vou faev to me 
To p26hfbit the match: Holt let me ſte, 
Wou both are married, Lacy art thou not? 
Hans. J am dzead Soberaigne. f 
King. ben upon thplifs, 
I charge thee not to ali this woman wife. 
L. Ma. A thank pour Grace. 
Roſe. O my moit᷑ gracious L075. ; kneele:: 
King. Nap Roſe never wooe me, J tell pou true, ; 
Although as yet J ama Batcheloz, 
Pet A beleeve I ſhall not marrie pou. 
Roſe, Can pou divive the body from the ſonl, 
ag oy 1265 Hde? | 
ng. pzofound 
I cannotRoſe, bat yon I maſt dibide, 
Faire matd this B:fvegroome cannot be pour Bzfve,. 
Are pou pleal'dLincolne? Otley, are pon pleat dꝰ 
King. Ebert muſk mpheartbeeaſ'd, 
Foz crevit me, m concllencs _ paine;- 
6 3 


Till, 
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Till theſe whom I divozc'd be joynd againe: 
Lacy give me thy hand, Roſe lend me thine, 
We wh:t you would be: kiſſe now: ſo, that's fine, 
At night (Lovers) to bed: now let me ſee, 
Uhich of pou all miſukes this hai mony? 
L. Ma. Will you then tate f om me my child perpoꝛce: 
King. Wy tell me Otley thines not Lacys name, 
As byight in the wozids cye, as the gap beames 
Of any Citizen. 
Lin. -Yea but my gracious Lo2D; 
J domifiiie the match karre moze than he, 
Mer blond is too tos baſe. | 
King. Lincolne noe mo2e, . 
Doft thou not know, that loye reſpects no blond Y 
Cc res not foꝛ difference of birth oz ſtat, 
The maid is youug, well bozne, katre, vertnens, 
A woz thy 152tde koz any Gentleman: $5.3, 
Beſides your Nephew fo2 her ſake did Koope 
To bare necellitte.; and as I bear, 7 vat 12 85 
Forgetting honours and all Courtly pleslures, egy 445 
To gaine her love became a Shoo maler 
As fo2 the honour which he loſt in France, 
Thus J redeeme it: Lacy kneelethee dolon, 
Ariſe Sir Rowland TLacy: tell mg now. 
Tell me in earneſt Ocley, canſt thou chide? 
Seeing thy Roſe a L1dpanda Bade, 7 
L. Ma. I am content with what your Grace both done, 
Lin. Ard Jr'pLetze ſinte there's no remedy. 
King. Come on then all Wake hand g 1 _ you rictids 
Where there is mnehdore ait diſcoꝛd enda: 
What ſaies my mad Lon d Bapo? to abs oa: pt 2b 
Eyre. O my Wiege, the hon out pon babe done — my fine 
Journeyman here Rowland EAA al — 
you have ſhowne to me this de pin my auſe, will make 
Simon Eyre It, langer bp, ane dozen ivatuwumnrers 


moze than he ſhould, Gee H A 
King. N y mę mad eee ter bat Sethoname) 
Iſany! grace of Wen tees: 1 


One 
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One hottour moꝛe J'le do thee, that new building 
Which at thy colt in Coꝛnehill is erected, , = 
Shall take a name from us, wee le hate it call'd, + | 
The Weaden Hall, becauſe in vigging it, EC 
ou formd the lead that covereththe fame. 
Eyre. I thenk your Yajeſty.. -/. * not 
Wife. God bleſle your grace. | 
King. Lincoln, a wozd with pu. 
Enter Hodg, Firk, and more Shoomakers 


Eyre. How now me mid knabes : Peace, ſpeab roftiy 12 


ponder is the ing 7 - 
& King, Mith the old fro5pe which there we keep in pay, 
Ne will in cozpozate a new ſupp-ly : wy 
Bekoꝛe one Summer moze paſſe oze my head, 
France ſhall repent England Was i jured, 
What are tho le 
Hans. All Shooma'ters my Lieze, 
Sometimes my fellowes, in thrtr compante 
J lib'd as merrpas an Emperoz. | 
King. My mad Lo2d Mapoꝛ are all theſe Shoomakers ? 
Eyre. All Shoomakers my Liege, all Gentlemen ok the 
Gentle Craft, true Troyans couragtous Cozdwatners, they 
all kneele to the Shꝛiae of holy Saint Hugh. 
All God ſave your Pajefty. 
King. Pad Simon, would they any thing with us? 
Eyre. Mum mad kna ves, not a wozd, J'le doo't I warrant 
vou. Thep are all Beggers my Liege al fo2 tnemſel vs and 3 
foꝛ (hem all, on both my knees do intreat, that foꝛ the honour 
of pooꝛ Simon Eyre, and the good of his bꝛethꝛen thefe mad 
kna ves pour Brace would 'vouthſafe ſome pꝛivilege to my 
new Leadenhall, that tt mag be lawfultoꝛ us to buy an? ſell 
Leather there two dape* $1 a week. 
King. Mad Sim,F grant pur ſate.you ſhall have Patent 
To hold wo th dayes in L*ade:ihall, 
Mo nday-s end Frigves, theſe ſhail be the times: 
Well this conte ft pou? * | 
All, Jeſus bleſſe pour Grate. | 
Eyre. In the nam; of theſe my pooꝛ bꝛethzen Shꝛomakers, 


a 


if moſt hamblie thank your rat ut bifoze'J riſe, ſeeing; 
n e e x adn: gram Sind 
King Abe (3 ern Log apo? 
Eyre. 'Udneylat e de taſt of a t at's | 
e 
 Alreadie have I bee. too troubletome, 5 15 Fun 
| „ ey 888 Sim Ey 'f 
re. D MP fe cannot z upon a> 
of hooving which I ph, p2 omilt to all ET P3zentiſes 
of Lengons fo; ant wg Derg was pentiſe 
—— a whit the wobte — 2 
And then upon a mozning, come mad bopes 
(It was py oat ing gy as tis now) 
Gave me my bzeakfa@, and A ſwore then by the ft oyple of 
my Tan ard, if ever I came to be L020 Payo2 of London, J 
would feaft the Pꝛentiſes. This day mp Leige J did it, and 
the lates had an hunvzev Tales five times covered, they are 
gone home and vaniſht- 
Pet adde moze gloʒ ie to the Gentle Trade, | 
CLTaſte of Eyres Banquet, Simon's happie made. 
King; 71 will taſte of thy banquet, and will ſay, 
- have not met moꝛe pleaſure on a dap; 
Friends of the G enle Craft, thankes to you all, 
Lhan':es my kinde Lady Papꝛeſte foz our cheer : 
— ade. I — revel —— dome, | 
hen all our banquetinęs are done. 
Ms quo — F _ has __ 


